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REMARKS. 



cie diUnrnt in t|e 9t2aoo)r* 

Thb remembraiifce of ¥rhat delighted xa in our boyhood is slill 
pleasing to the mind capable of feeling and reflection. The daties 
that await as in after-life, the cares and disappointments that obstruct 
oar fatare progresiL cast a shade over those impressions that were 
once interwoven with onr existence. Bat it is on^r d jAode— recall 
but one image of the distant scene, and the tohole rises up, in all its 
freshness and ve#dore-> touch bat one string t>f this forgotten har- 
mony, and every chord shall vibrate. To the calloas and mdifferent 
these sensations are unknown. The world is their parsuit and jplea- 
sore — let them enjoy it as they may. But to better natures, th^ 
present a pleasing, yet mournful retrospection ; for, while they recall 
the sports and pastimes of youth, they remind as of (he jcompanions 
and sharers of them, many of whom we recognise on the full tide of 
prosperl^, and not a few sinking under adverse fortune, whose j>ro8- 
pects were bright and cheering, and wbese bosoms onoe bounded 
with youth and innocence and joy. 

We are led to these reflections by the consideration of "The 
Children in the Wood,*' a drama derived from a popular story, that, 
like Jack the Giant-KiUer, the Little Otass-Slipper, and Blue Beard^ 
once formed a part of oar juvenile library. The original tale or 
balled, it is «aid, is founded onfa^t — an attestation that is sure to 
accompany every story, however marvellous, not excepting even 
Jack himself, of whom we may say— 

__ "He made the giants first, and then he kill'd 'em.* 

Tliere is nothing, however, in this moral and pathetic talii that 
renders the presumpticm at all improbable. - The dramatist acts 
wisely when be adopts an interesting tradition of olden time, fie it 
sure to have the yming with him ; and even the old, except those 
crabbed cynics— 

" Whose only pleasure is, to be di^pHea^d^ 

vfrill listen with complacency to a tale that brings back the green 
recollections of spring, in the winter of their days. It is the opinion 
of some would-be philosophers, that their dignity is best upheld by 
an unbending austerity, and a snpercDlonB contempt for whatever 
engaged the attention of their youth. But we may tell sndi .(nre- 
tenders, that they are alike ignorant of nature and philosophy. Hen 
of the .most exalted |enins have been no less remarkable for their 
urbanity, and even child-like simplicity of manners ; and it is one 
of the most amiable and interesting trtMs in a great spirit of the 

f resent day, that in the sear, the yellouf leaf, he has nothing of age 
at the name, bnt retains aU the spirit, the romoMce, the gaiety of his 
youthful days. Need we mention the author of Waverley* 

Mr. Morton deserves much praise for this interesting little drama. 
JSIe bat tvlXy availed hinwelf of the original story'; he has dramatised 
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4 m£MARKS. 

the incidents with Bofficient skill, and introdaced, in the character of 
Apathy, some touches of qnaint humour. There are two scenes of 
very powerful effect, that no audience ever witnessed without a thdil 
of agony and suspense : the one, w here Walter rescues the children 
and kills Oliver ; the other, where his superstitious tears are awakened 
by the ghost stories of Winifred and Josephine, where the latter 
sings a dismal ditty, at the conclusion of which, the cottage door is 
suddenly burst open and the children rush in. These are heart- 
rending appeals, that are always answered by the audience with an 
enthusiasm that shows how deeply they are felt. This is a drama 
admirably calculated to do f^ood. The mind, however hardened by 
cruelty and ignorance^ by strung lemptatlon, and bad example, can- 
not fail to imbibe human feelings after such a pattern of magnanimity 
and virtue, in humble life. If, as Dr. Johnson remarks, the hand of 
the robber is only restrained from further violence by his remaining; 
virtue, let us hope that the lesson Walter affords, will be deeply 
impressed on every mind, who sought the stage but as an antiaotfi 
to reflection, and may it Jlnd remorse where it expected to meet a 
reprieve fi-om it. 

The wonderful powers of Bannister, in Walter, have been the 
constant theme of every admirer of the drama. We shall not 
attempt any minute description of- his performance, but merely 
remark, that we as soon expect to behold another Siddons in Lady 
Macbeth, as another Bannister in Walter. Mr. Bannister sadly 
disappointed his admirers, when he selected for his parting benefit 
a character so unworthy of his talents, as Echo, in one of the dullest 
of all dull comedies, ** The World.** But he almost atoned for his 
want Qf taste, vvben he determined that our last view of him should 
be in the well-known dress of Walter. We were present, and th^ 
impression he made was ftilly equal to his best days ; with us it was 
more powerful, recollecting that it was his last. 

Since the retirement of the great Walter, no one can compare 
with Mr. Elliston : he has the energy and feeling Uiat belong to the 
character) but the generous roughness and blunt humour with which 
Bannister shaded his portrait, are but faintly discovered. Mr. Wal- 
lack plays Walter with coni^derable talent, but hisperfornfumce would 
be inore natural if it savoured less of his besetting sin of melodrame. 

Apathy has never met with a representative equal to Snett. He 
coold drink-'^tiuA't no difficnit maticr-^and reel, better than any 
other ador in onr KtneiDbnnce, Munden not exccf ted. H^ ex- 
cellent yoice a^ acienoe were highly effective in the ninsic of this 
opera, lliere is no comic actor now living who can cbaiat a stave 
serioDS (" By the taper's fflimmering light") or comical (" O what 
a thing to be father-in law .'**), like Cherub Vicky. 

fiCj* D G* 
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MEMOIR OF MR. ELLISTON. 



Mr. HisTjinon is one of tke very few acton that faaye bees 
broagbt up and educated as a gentleraan. How far he may hsre 
availed himself of these peculiar advantages, it is not our purpose to 
ittqnire. Few men have enjoyed, or indeed deserved, more applause 
on the stage, in a great variety of characters. If his addresses to 
Tragedy have been rather of an equivocal nature, Comedy has re- 
ceived him with open arms. EKcellence in both is a quality of rare 
attainment. It has not been exhibited, in any emiBent degree, tor 
the last century, except by Garricic and Henderson. Xiewis and 
Bannuter eonrted the Tragic Muse — Liston wooed her with his right 
comical face — ^when down dropped her dagger and poison ; for she 
was fain to clap her hands to her sides, or they had cracked with 
laaghter. What effect such another discharge from his physiognomy 
might have produced, it is hard to conjecture. Happily for the 
" gaiety of nations," Uston paid his addresses to her sister, and was 
favourably received. 

■ Mr. El Uston was born in Orange Street, Bloomsbnry, in the year 
1774. His father wju an eminent watchmaker. He was placed by 
bis uncle. Dr. Eliiston, Master of Sydney College, Cambridge, at 
£rt. J*aul's School, it being the intention of that highly respect&ble 
scholar to educate his nephew for the church. But Mr. JElliston 
was resolved not 

" To wear the cap or mask on anff staged 

except one of his aum choosing : he therefore (after ha^ng -tried 
Ills strength in Pierre, at a private theatre) exclaimed, " ^falo 
episcoparif* quitted meo ma^ijfer without beat of drum, andfairly 
enrolled himself as one of the disciples of Thespis, braving the short 
commons, the contumely, the vicissitudes, which await that viv*- 
cions, ragged, ubiquitasian race. 

It is unnecessary 4e detail the disappointments md vexations 
that he experienced at the commencement of bis -theatrical career. 
We may judge of their bitterness, since they determined Idm to 
aA»attdon the profession he had so imprudently chosen. He wrote to 
his uncle and patron. Dr. Eliiston, and implored his forgiveness : 
nor did he write in vain ; that excellent man again received him to 
his heart and home i 

" He chid his wand'rings, but relieved his pain." 

But these " compunctions vlsitings" in yoimg Eliiston, which bad 
been provoked by some momentary disgust, were only for a season : 
bis dramatic /firor returned upon him with double force ; and, after 
a short interval of ease and plenty, he finally resolved once more to 
risk the glorious uncertainty, not of the iaw, but the stage* 

His uncle. Professor Martyn, the botanist, now obtained him an 
intnodiiction to George Steevens, the editol of Shahspeare, wh%( jpro- 
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6 MEMOIR OF MR, ELLISTON. 

cnred htm an interview with the late Mr. Kemble, by whom he was 
tvcommended to study Borneo; it being arranged that he »honld 
appear in tliat character at Drnry-Lane Theatre, wtiich was abont to 
open for the season. But, in the interval, Mr. Etliston accidentally 
encoantered Mr. Dimond, who was then playing at Richmond, and 
was persuaded by that gentleman to accompany him on a pro* 
fepsional tour to Bath, where he had, on !the Sist April, 1701, - 
performed Tressel, in Richard the '1 hlrd, with some share of ap- 
plause. 

Accordingly^ in the year 1793, with his talents and judgment 
strengthened and matured, he appeared before the Bath audience, in 
the character of Romeo. His success was equal to hr? wishes ; and, 
i« the «Qar9e of th« Maion, h« enacted tragedy, oooMdy^ op«ra, 
farce, and pantomime, ivitii universal approbation. 

)n 1706, Mr. Eliiston marled Mils Ruodall, a young hi()y of 
highly respectable family, and of great beauty and iiccompllsh|»ent»« 
the loss of whom he has jived to deplore. On the 24th June, in th« 
same^^year, be made his first appearance in London, at the Haymark«t 
Theatre, ip QcUtvian, id *' The Mountaineers,'' and Vapour, in 
" My Grandmother," with considerable enl^ ; and subsequently 
acted tSir Mdu'ord Mortimer , in Mr. Colmaii's play of " The Iroa 
Chest." Ip the Pre/ace, that contemptible farrago of dulneM, false* 
hood, and mqllqe, tM condemnation of the piece bad been attributed 
to the acting of Mr, Kemble ; and its sobteqpent endurance, wbe9 
re-^oduced at the Haymarket Theatre, seemed to give conn|en«BC« 
to the assertion. But it requires little experience to learn, that th9 
sente pt^y shall be loudly appiauded by onp aodience, and aa loudly 
hissed by auother, even on successive nights — and vice versd* Au<l 
we b9v« se^fi i| popular absurdity highly relifhed at a vpouner theatre, 
apd barely tplerat^ at a wipter* wjthin three montba of each (ler- 
formance I PabUc diprice, and Mr. Elluiton's taleots, reconciled 
the audience to the Iron Chest, though tb? pl9y> oven when Mr* 
^ean tof>k upon himself the hero, and Munden acted Adam Wiater- 
ton, was never heard to the end without weariness. 

In 1804, when the late Mr. Kemblc quitted Drury Lape, Mr. Ellifl- 
ton was engaged to fill the leading characters in tragedy and comedy, 
and he cvptinued one of its brightest ornaments, till that magnificent 
theatre was deatroj^ed by fire. Mr. Eiliaton's subiequent specula- 
tions we shall not pursue. We are only one of the very many that . 
■"fgret, deeply regret, the abatr section oi hla talents from tb^ legitimate 
draipa. On the restoration of JPicMry-Laiie Theatre, M>*> £Uiston 
again became a principal member of its company, and was selected 
to speak, on the opening night, {iord Byrop's vapid prolosuo, and to 
perform the part of Hamlet* 
' to T^ie year 1919 aaw Mr. £Uiston~>nnfort^pately for himself ap<| 
f^mily-^-lesaee ^d man^g^i* ^^ 0rury-l«ane Theatre.^ Wv it am^ 
t^ ^at urged hiip to aspire to thia proud diitipction't 

" If it were eo, it was a grievous fault. 
And grievously hath Caesar answered it." 

Mr. BllUston'a hiatripjuc talents are almost pniveraftl* Ifk bia 
j^opiiger days, his lUnalct, Macbeth, and Qtbello, were n«rformapces 
fk gi'C'tl merit ; ^d ip the lighter parts of tragedy* IP Romeo, and 
Qctavian, he was excellent. Ip bi£h comedy, ip Lord Towply, 
Leon, Benedick, Mercutio, it wa« difficult to imagine apy thing mu«b 
spperior. In Rapger, Valentine, Vapid, Rapid, Archer, Rover, 
^. &c*« he »|ood wt^hopt a rival aince the d«y« of Lewis \ and «v«0 
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with that great actor he might in Bome instances compare. His 
Sfaeva, in Cumberland's eomedy- of The Jew, was second only to 
Banni8ter*s. His Three Singles, and Megrim, were second to no- 
body's. His Falstaif, when W€ saw him act it, was superior to every 
other Falstaff now on the stage. Mr. EUiston has a mode of impart- 
i«g sentiment to comedy, peculiarly his own — he does not rattle over 
even the lighter parts, but gives time and meaning to the whole. 
We instance his Harry Dornton, in particular, which is a very fine 
performance. He has a certain ludicrous solemnity, which he some- 
times employs to considerable advantage. He tweaks the Bravo's 
nose, as \[alentine, in Gongreve's glorious comedy of Love for Love, 
with admirable' effect. In his youth, his figure was smart and airy ; 
iud his v«tioe one of the most rich &p<l copious that we ever heard. 
He danped and sang with ease and taste ; and was a perfect master . 
of the business of the scene. His Duke Aranza, in The Honey-Moon, 
was the most perfect amalgamation of tragedy and comedy that we 
ever beheld* 

Having considered Mr. Ellistpn as an actoTt we now take our 
leave of him, with our best wishes, as a man, We loathe, we despise 
that moralist, who «hall cast insult or reproach against misfortune, 
even though it should have originaied in want of prudence ; for, 
though we fally agree with Dr. Johnson, that without this valuable 
qnality, wit becomes ridiculous, and genius contemptible, we our- 
selves believe, that the bitterest reproaches fall short of that pain 
which a wounded heart saff^s in reflecting on its own errors. 
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Mr. Barrymore. 
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Mr. Bannister. 
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Mr. Burton. 
Mr. Cooke. 
Master Menage. 
Mr. Saet 
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i>rttry Lant, 
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Mr. Thompson. 
Mr. Mercer. 
Mr. Elliston. 
Mr. Webster. 



Miss Nicoll. 
Mr. Gattie. 
Mr. Randall. 
Mr, Knight. 
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Mr. YoaI^^er. 
Mr. Pyne. 
Mr. Cooper. 
Mr. Ebsworth. 
Mr. Bishop. 
Mr. Cooke. ^ 
Miss Ebsworth. 
Mr. Williams. 
Mr. G. Jones. 
Mr. Holland. 



Josephine . 
Jjady Helen 
Winifred . 
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Miss De Camp. Miss Smithson. Mrs. T.Hill. 
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SIR RO WL4ND.~01d English crimson pa£fed dress cloak, sword 
and chaiov rasset boots, point-lace*ralf, black velvet hat and feathers — 
black gown and mask for second act. 

LORD ALFORD. — Parple-cbloared tanic, handsomely trimmed 
with silver leather and spangles, white pantaloons, point rnff, rasset 
boots, black hat and feathers. 

APATHY.— Dark gray old 'English dress, trimmed with black 
binding and puffs, point ruff, black stockings, black shoes, and russets. 

WALTER. — A dark green doablet and wabtcoat, leather apron, 
belt and bockle, short trunks, russet shoes, shirt collar open. 

OLIVER.— Old English black dress, trimmed with red pnffs and 
red binding, plain blue hose, russet boots, belt, buckle, and sword, 
old English hat and one black feather hung drooping. 

SIR ROWLAND'S SERVANTS.— Ibid, no hats. 

RUFFIANS.- Brown coarse cloth tunics, with red worsted 
trimming, black cross-belts, and swords, bats, and black feathers. 

LADY HELEN.— Old English white satin puffed dress. 

GABRIEL. — Salmon-coloured old English doublet and tabSytmaka, 
Mttle cloak, and hat trimmed with blue worsted binding. 

JOSEPHINE.— Blue petticoat, dark body and tabs, petticoat 
trimmed with dark points or point lace, old English hat, and point- 
iace apron. 

WINIFRED.— Dark brown old English petticoat and gown, lace 
apron, cap tied under the chin. 



STAGE DIRECTIONS. 

The Conductors of this work print no Plays but those which they 
have seen acted. The Stage JJirectUms are given from their own 
personal observations, during the most recent performances. 

*" EXITS and ENTRANCES. 

R. means Right; L.Left; D.V. Door in Fiat ; R, J). Right 
'Doors L. D. Left Door; S. E. Second Entrance; U. £. Upper 
Entrance ; M. D« Middle Door* 

RELATIVE POSITIONS.! ' 

"* R. means Right ; L. L^; C. Centre ; R. C. Right of Centre; 
Im C. Left of Centre. 

R. RC. C* LC* Ite 

*•* The Reader it supposed tope on the Stage,facing the Audience, 



THE CHILDREN IN THE WOOD. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.— i4 Room in Sir Rwland'a CastU— Apathy 
discovered mt a table, bo^ks, ifc» lykig h^ore him-^A 
bottle tmd glauee. 

Ape. What a set of fools are philosophers, "who advise 
to Btudy away life for the benefit of posterity — that is, 
die while you live, that yon may lire after you are dead. 
These [Showing. the books J] may do well enough to gar- 
nish the brains of fools, but this, [Showing the bottleJ] 
this is the true feast of reason. [Drinks,] As tutor of 
these orphans, I lead a tolerable easy life of it^I teach 
the children idleness — that's no difficult matter — I pimp 
for my patron, their uncle — that's no difficult matter— I 
find Latin enough to puzzle the parson of the parish — 
that's no difficult matter — I go into the cellar for an hour 
or two— .that's no difficuU matter — come out again — 
that's no — yes, egad that, sometimes, 10 a very difficult 
matter. [Drinks, 

Enter Josephine, a. 

Jos, (r.) Oh, fye, Mr. Apathy! what, drinking in a 
morning ? 

Apa, (c.) Why, my patron bid me plead his passion 
for you, and so I was just taking a drop to inspire me. 

Jos. I wonder Sir fiowlaod will continue his ampor- 
tanities ; what can be have to say to a poor girl like me f 

Apfi, So 48 I — he Bays, he is «obappy, and how a man 
.that has ^oek a cellar as $ir Rowlaiul has, can be un- 
^appy. is to B9e something very ajaoaziag— but have you 
no realiog 7 

Jos, Feeling, indaed-'-Hlp iiot you rmember when poor 
Walter, the carpenter^s house was burnt dowja 1 

Apa, I hav^ a flhrewd guess that Walter has drilled 
a hole through your heart. 

Jos, Do aot you remember, I say, that, instead ef in- 
quiring after the poor su^erers by the fire, the; first 
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question you asked, was, whether the yc^ng Bucking- 
pigs were safe ? — ^Was that feeling ? 

Afa, No ; that was philosophy. 

Jot. Philosophy! 

Apa. Yes, true philosophy ! and this is the source from 
whence it springs. [Shows the bottle,'] By eating we ar<^ 
rive at the highest preferments of church and state — 
how do you i^rrive at the dignity of Lord Mayor ? why 
you eat your way to it ; and by drinking we approach 
Ihe gods, who never walked^-:-they slid. 

[Gets up staggering^ and crosses, L. 

Jos, [Looking out, r;] Ha ! What do I see — ^my dear 
Walter ! Mr. Apathy, go to the children — now go. 

[Pushes him io l. 

Apa, (r. c.) But what shall I say to Sir Rowland 7 

Jos. Oh ! say any thing — what you please— now go. 
[Pushes him, — Exit Apathy, reeling, l. 

Song — Josephine . 

When love gets you fast hold in her clutches. 
And you sigh for your sweetheart away, 

Old Time cannot move without crutches-— 
Alack ! how he hobbles, — ^well-a-day t 

[Goes up tlie stage and looks out, r. 8. b. 

But when Walter my trembling hand touches, 
And love's colourings o'er my cheeks stray, 

Old Time throws aside both his crutches,—- 
Alack ! how he gallops ! — ^well-a-day I 

Enter Walter, r., wUh a eaTpenter*s basket^ a saw, 

hatchet, ifc. 

Well, (c.) My dear Josephine — 

Jos, Well, Walter, how do you do f 

Wal, Very well, Josephine, but I say if s devilish 
hard to be so poor — I that every body says am auch an 
industrious, clever fellow — now a coffin— I'd make a 
coffin with e'er an undertaker in Norfolk, and at a bed 
— why the carpenters' wives say, that at a bed I'm the 
very thing. 

Jos, I should not have thought, indeed, of your mak-> 
ing beds for the carpenters' wives. 

Wal. Ah, Josephine, I am making a bed for us, my 
girL 
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Song— -TTaWer. 

'Hiere was Dorothy Bump would mutter and mump, 
And cry, " My dear Walter, heigh-ho !'* 

But no step she could take, would my constancy shake. 
For she had a timber toe. {^Crosses to l* 

There was Debora Rose, with her aquiline nose, 
Who cry'd, " For you, Walter, I die ;" 

But I laugh'd at each glance she threw at me askance, 
For she had a gimblet eye. 

Josephine came at last, to nail my heart fast, — 

Firm as oak wiU I proTe to my dear : 
And when parson Fether has tacked us togetiier. 

Some chips of the block may appear. 

Wal. I tell you wjiat, Josephine : if you do not con- 
sent to run away from the castle, I shall believe you lis- 
ten to Sir Rowland. 

Jos. Lord ! Walter, don't be a fool now : when my 
dear Lady Helen went away to meet her husband, Lord 
Alford—*' Josephine," says she, '^the only comfort I 
hare, is, to know you will take as much care of my dear 
little innocents as a mother." And while the poor little 
orphans are at the castle, I am determined not to leave it 

Wd, Ah ! Heaven rest their souls, we shall never 
see them again at the castles 

SirR, IWithoutf r.] Come alon^, Oliver. 
\WeMer nma to a chair ^ and brings tt down, r. and begins 
to hammer it as if to reipaxr it. 

Enter Sir Rowland and Oliver, with two serwmts, r. 

Slir.R. (r.) Ha! Walter here— Walter, what brought 
you here? 

WaJ. (l. c.^ Your honour— why-— only a job, sir. 

Jos. (l.) Yes— a job sir. [Courtesies and exit, u 

Sir R, A job was it-— seize that fellow there. 

IRuffians seise WaUer^ r. 

Wah Oh Lord ; here's a pretty job ! [Children laugh, t. 

fi^i{..Sil.ence those brats, and prepare them for a 
visit they must pay their gossips. [Children laugh again.'] 
Silence them, I say. [Aside.] Soon, their silence shall 
be eternal : my brother being concluded dead, that illus- 
trious orb being set in night, shall these pigmy satellites 
eclipse me7-*no!— That fellow [Pointing to Oliver.] I am 
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sure of ; from his eye, remorse ie banished, and un- 
masked murder lowers upon his brow ; he shall des. 
patch them while on tlut seeming Tidit— but, to 9end 
him alone may breed distrust. — Were it not good to ply 
this Walter? [SennaiU reliose WdUer and stand l. s. e. 
Release him from present fears-*-tbe hopes of Josephine 
—with large rewards, backed with tenements and bevy, 
will surely ply the conscience of a l^ind. [To Olher,^ 
Oliver, I have found you a companion for our purpose ; 
he shall accompany you. — Slave, follow. [To Walter^ 

[Exit Sir Rowland and ServantSy L^ — 
Walter bow8. ti> Oiwer. 

Wal, Won't you be pleased to go first. [To OUver. 

OH. No! [Very laud. 

Wai. Oh! lRmu«^mafr^ht,L.Olk}€r/oiUfwingr. 

SCENE ll.-'Another Apartment in the Castle; Apathy 
is discovered asleep in a chair at the back of the stage^ 

. vjith books aJt his feet j the children pUn^ing about the room^ 
the girl with a do% and the boy with a horse. 

Enter Josbpriiie, l. s. e. 

Jos, What ! asleep, Mr. Apathy ? 

Apa, [Wakes,'] Egad, I have had a rery comfbrtabTe 
•nap ; what o'clock is it ? 

Jos, Exactly mid-day; the children are going to visit 
their godfathers directly. 

Am, Is dinner ready yet? 

Jos, No; it isnt ordered. 

Apa. Not ordered ! O Lord ! the dinner not ordered — 
talk to me of the children, and nonsense^ and dinner not 
ordered ? — Here, cook ! cook ! [J^***, R» 

B&p, (L.O.) Who goes with uilld bur godilfktfi«r*»f 

Jos, (c.) Oliver, my dear, 

Bof. I Won't g9 with 01fTer« 

Jos, Why, my Jove? 

Boy, Becanse of wtast'I heard- Walter say.' 

Jos, What was that f 

Btm. Why^ that Oliver was a damn'd bli»k-l€toling 
rascal. 

Jos, Heav^mrf my dear, i shall soold Walter for say* 
ing such wordis before you. 

Girl. I know you vron*t> thosgkyon 0ay to. 

Jos^ Why, my dear? 
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Girl. (r. g.) Because of what I heard you say last 
night. 

Jos. J. don't recollect it.— What was it ? 

GirL Why, yon cried o'nt in the middle of your sleep, 
Oby Walter, how I love you ! — and I kno^ if s true, be- 
cause you blush so. 

Jos, Oh ! you little tell-tale. 

Sir 1^. [Without, R»] This way— 

Girl. On, here comes our cross unele ; let* s run away 
— ^I wish you were our unele instead of him, dear Jose- 
phine. 

Jos. and Boy. Come, let's run away. [Exeunty h. 

Enter Sir Rowland, /pa<Hi;ed by Walter, r. 

Win. What — your honour ? 

SirR. (c.) Murder the children— tiiaf a ttyiPisolve — 
the reward — Josephine. 

Wal. (l. c.) Murder innocents — Tempt rae in the form 
of an angel, to do the act of the devil — lAside."] Damme, 
I have a great mind to throttle him.-r-Eh^top— sup- 
pose I only seemingly consent, and then if I can but save 
them — the very thought makes me cry for joy« 

SirR. What! wimpering fool! 

Whl. Consider, your honour — Fm not much used to 
butcher children, — -it's rather out of my line. 

Sir R, What's your determination ? 

Wal. I must not seem to consent too soon. [^Aside,'] 
But then to be scorned ?— * 

Sir R, Look through the world — where points scorn 
his finger at ermined guilt?: — no, houseless merit. It is ' 
not levelled at the wealthy cheat, but at ragged honesty 
—be wise — ^be wise. 

Wal. Why, to be surcj as your honour sayst— but my 
honour. 

Sir JR. Honour ! that's a tinsel tey.'^Wise men plate 
it o'er with gold, that gives the worthless metal cur- 
rency, and brings wealth to the- holder of it'— think of 
that. 

Wal. Why — ^indeed that's very true again — ^very true. 
Oh! the devil damn him — [Aside.'] Well then,, your 
honour, I consent, and if I do not 

Sir R, Hush ! take this sword but first swear. 

WaL Oh, y6ur honour, I never swear — never swear. 

SirR. No trifling, fool, but swear — when nex*we 
meety this sword shall be sheathed in blood. 

B 
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Wal, [Takes the ew&rdJ] Well, for once I will swear 
— By all my hopes of mercy hereafter, it shall be 
sheathed in blood. 

Sir R, Oliver will accompany yon. 
Wal, Zounds ! that blood-thirsty villain. You had 
better let me do it myself, your honour. 
Sir R. Silence, follow. 

[When Sir Rowland's back is turned, Walter threatens 
him with his sword twice or thrice ; and each time Sir 
Rowland turns, Walter bows to him,^^Exeunt Sir 
Rowland and Walter, l. 

SCENE III. — Another apartment in the Castle, 

Enter Josbphihr and the two Children, L. 

Jos, (ci) Come, my dears ; which of you will have your 
njamma's picture ? 

Boy, I will. 

Girl. I am sure I ought to have it ; I am a very funny 
little girl, and ought to be made a pet of. 

Jos, She was an elegant woman. 

Girl, (l. c.) And every body says I am very much 
like her. 

Jos, [Looking out,] Ha! Walter in earnest cohversa^ 
fion with Sir Rowland ! 

Enter Walter, with a sword on, L. 

' Wal* (l. c.) Oh,- Josephine, I have such news to tell 
you, as will make your hair stand on end — I am in high 
favour with Sir Rowland— and am to go with the chil- 
dren to their godfather's. 

Children. I am glad Walter is to go with us. 

Wdl, Aye, what d« you think, Josephine? Oh! do 
you know that — Oh I — ^um 

Enter Sir Rowland, with Oliver, r. 

ShrR. WeU, my littl« cherubs 1 what, delighted with 
your walk 7 
' Boy and Girl, Oh ! yes, uncle. 

[Sir Rowland retires up the stage, r. 
Jos, (l. c) [Aside to WdUer,] Why, Walter, yoa 
have got on your sword. 

Wal, A sword— have I— [ConA«<?<i-]— Why yes, it i^ 
a bit of a kind of a sword, as you say, to be sure— but — 
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Sir A. IComei dowtL] WeU^ take your leaye of Jo- 
sephine. 

Children, Come, kiss us. Josephine — good by, dear 
Josephine — don't cry — well soon come back again — 
sha'nt we, node. 

Sir R, Certainly, sweetlings — Farewell ! and heaven 
take yon to its care. 

Wal, [AsideJ] Amen I say I — come. 
[Crosses to r. — Exeunt, Oliver first-— ;WeiUeT following, 

loith the children, one in each hand* 

Jos, I shall be glad when they come back again — I 
can't bear melancholy. 

SirR. Then why love to inflict it? 

Jos, Sir, I wonder you can think of a poor girl like 
me — besides, were your passions such as with honour 
I could listen to 1 could never love-you. 

Sir R, Mark, Josephine : though gratitude is dead in 
you, fear, I perceive, still exists, and what has hitherto 
been entreaty, shall now be force. 

Enter Apathy, u?Uh a biU qffare, u 

AIR. — Josephine and Apathtf, 

Jos, (r.) Great sir, consider my honour is steady. 
Apa, Great sir, consider the dinner is ready. 
Jos, An humble domestic is not worth your care. 
Apa„ Dear sir, give me leave to present the bill of fare. 
Jos, Take a lady with honour, if handsotne and young, 
Bress'd in bodice so fine, and in kirtle so tasty. 
But, ah! sir, beware of jealousy. 
Or olse you will prove by your carey 
. Your love is so hot. 
My fame you would blot. 

And believe me, great sir, to my honour I'm steady^ 
And believe me, great sir, the dinner is ready. 
Apa, (l.) Here's tongue and mutton, 

What a feast for a glutton ! ' 
With bittern, and quails, and a venison pasty, and 

mustard, 
A goose and a bustard— 
The mutton o'er-boiled; 
And the pig will be spoil'd. 

Believe me, &c. 
lExemU Sir Rowland and Apathy, l., and JosefMne, r. 

b8 
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SCENE IV.— ^ Wood, and Cut Wood.-^Enter Olites, 
L. u. E. through Cut Witod ; he beckons io Wajlter, who 
comes forward with the Children, — Walter carries a 
basket, covered with a napkin, and a large cUfth tkrtwn 
across his arm. 

Boy, (c.) [To Walter,^ It is a long way, Walter, to oar 
godfather's. 

Wa. [AMe io hoy.] Yes, dreary it k. 

Oil (r.) I say, Waiter, tiiifi place will do deligbtfuny! 

Wal. Na,y ! I «U> not imioh like this ]^ace — let fn find 
some other. 

Oli, I say this place will do-^atKi i^alt be the place. 

Wai, [Aside,] Shall it There, little dears, go and 
play there, while i talk to Olirera bit— [CAtMr^ go to 
play at the block ; psds doum basket and cloak at the back 
^ the staged I say, Oliver, you have one failing. 

Oli, Ayl-^Whatifiit? 

Wal. Why, you are too tender-hearted* 

Oli. Am I ? 

Wal, Now I am, you know, such a blood4hirsty ras- 
cal, that I could murder for amusement; therefore, I 
say, Oliver, suppose you leave this job to me. 

Oli, What ! you will despatch them, will you ? 

Wal, Yes, to be sure on't So, my dear fellow, you 
may go back to the castle, get the reward, and leave 
them to me — ^go. [Endeavouring to urge him, 

Oli. Why, must not you think me a pretty scoundrel ? 

Wal, [Aside.] Why— I do for that matter. 

Oli, To receive money for doing a bit ot work, and 
not completing it. 

Wal. I say, Oliver, suppose — 

OH. Suppose what ? 

Wal. Why — suppose— suppose we were just to save 
'em, Oliver ? 

Oli. Save 'em, eh ! 

Wal. Me savie *em f— Eh !— What you— you will — 
eh ? Aye, you wish it, and I consent ; how pity becovies 
you, Oliver ? [Aside.] How savage he looks ! 

Oli. [Impatiently,] Why should we save 'em ? 

Wal, Why, to be sure, there are two or three trifling 
reasons— Orst, it is not very manly to murder innocents ; 
next, we shall be damned for it — and 

OU- Why, an't you a pretty rascal i 

Tr«i. Well, Oliver, you must consent to save 'em! 
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Look at ^eiDy poor little dears I Ah ! I perceive a tear 
standing. In the corner of yoar eye. 

[Wiping one from his own, 

OIL [Draws his sword*'] I am determined, aio 
[Going to cross to the children^ Walter stops him ; the 

children^ frightened f run down and kneel to WaXiter^ c. . 

Chi, Oh ! Walter, save us ! 

Wal. (l. c.) Stop, Oliver; only two words more. 

Oli, Well! 
' Wah Look at them : have you a heart hard enough 
to kill 'em 7 

Oil. I have. 

WaU Why, then, have yon an arm strong enough to 
fell me down, you damnM dog ! [Walter draws his sword* 

Oli. Fell you? 

Wal, Yes, for you must do that before yon shall touch 
a hair of their heads. 

Oli. Indeed I we'll try that 
[They fight y Oliver gains ground upon WaUer^ and strikes 

his sword out of his hand ; the girl runs and picks up 

Walter's sword^ gwes it to him, just as Oliver is ainUng 

to run him through the body. Walter renews the fight, 

and kiUs Oliver — o/f, l. 

Re-enter Walter, l., with his sword and hand bloody. 

Wal. (c.) Baikime, I didn't think I had so much 
pluck in me-«-there he lies. Come forth, my little trem- 
blers, I am your champion. 

Chi. Have you kilfd Oliver ? 

WaL Dead as a door-nail ! 
^ Boy. Go kill him again f such a rascal as he cannot be 
too dead. 

Girl. Walter, your hand is all bloody ; come, I'll kiss 
it, and make it well. 

Boy.' Shall we return to our uncle's, Walter ? 

Wal. Alas I poor dears, you have no home : . let me 
consider what's best to be done. I'll return to that ras- 
cal, their uncle, get the reward and Josephine, and steal 
something from the buttery ; then we'll go far enough 
out of the reach of that villain. I say^^ dears, I'll g6 
and bring Josephine to you ; will you stay here till I 
come back ^ 

Boy. We'll do any thing that Walter bids us. 

If «/. Ill soon come back : «ee, here's a nice harbour, 

b3 
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and here's my cloak to ait dowo upon ; and here are it 

victuals. Now don't stir from this spot, I charge yon. ii 

Good hye, I wo&*t be long. [Exit WdUer, r. , 

[As the cwtim dntps, they retireiutiid t« hand up the stage. ) 

END OF THE FIRI^T AGT. 



I 

ACT n. I 

SCENE I. — Enter Sir RowLAHD^foUawed *y a Servant, l.* ' 

Sir R, To speak with me ! If it's Oliver or Walter ! 
Heaven forefend any ill should come to my children. 

Ser, I never saw this man before, sir ; he says his 
business is urgent. \ 

Sir R, Admit him. [Exit Servant, l.] Who can it be ? 

Enter Gabriel, drunk, l. ... 

Sir R. (c.) Ha I my brother^ servant : should he be > 
alive. [Aside.'] Gabriel, I am glad to see you. j 

- Giib^ (l.c.) The joy is mutual, your honour; but 
your honour looks a little pale ; your countenance hasn't , 
that rosy appearance mine has* ' . 

Sir R, Grief, Gabriel. | 

Gab, True, your honour — grief brings on drinking, , 
and then what is man 7 O, never drin^ your honour, 
never drink ! 

Sir R, Now to know my fate« [Aside, r.] I shall 
soon meet my brother, where grief cannot come.] 

Gab, True, you'll meet very soon. 

iStr R, All's safe, I find. [Aside"] Where are my bro- 
ther's sad remains]? 

Gab. Remains.-^Oh ! he roinains but a little way off, 
your honour. 

Sir R, This drunken guise little becomes your mourn- 
ful errand. 

Gab. Why, you see, your honour, I was sent forward 
to get every thing in readiness; but living on salt pro- 
visions at sea, gave me such a confounded thirst, that I 
was obliged to stc^ every mile, to moisten my mouth 
with a quart of ale ; so, on my second day's journey, 
my master overtakes me«.-«o, says he,— says he — Ga- 
briel^says he-— 

Sir R. Say ! who say ? 

Gab. My master, your honour — Gabriel,^ says he, I 
discharge you — but my sweet mistress criod^ I might 
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stay, for, says she, if ever we part with Gabriel, we 
BhaH lose the only sober servant we have got— so my 
master only gave me a kick, and set me forwards 
again. 

Sit R» Idiot ! wret^ i he's dead. 

Gab. Dead, is be? I conl^ show you tiie mark he 
made with his foot, and if yotr call that a blow for ad^ad 
man to give — ^why, however, if you won't credit the 
mark of his foot, here's the mark of his hand. 

l8how8 a kiter. Sir Rowland maUhea the letier, ' 

Sir R, (r«) Damnation ! 

Gab. (c.) Damnation — a comical way of expressing joy 
— ^yonr brotfaEer arrived, says I— damnation, says he — 
but I hope your honour has taken care of the children t 

Sir R, Aye, aye, they're taken care of. 

Gab. If that cursed Uiir^ had not seized me, I would 
have been here yesterday* 

t Sir R, Oh ! had you come but yesterday-^begone, 
leave me, drunkard. [Cresie8 to back ofatage, u 

Gab, Yea, your honour, [Going, a.] I'l] go to the 
cellar^ for I feel a kind of dryness on my palate — yet 
your brother and his lady will soon be here, your ho- 
nour — they are not far behind me — I have a notion I 
didn^t come her& quite straight, your honour. 

{Exit, reeling, a. 

Sir R» Confhsion ! ruin \ yet if the nand of heaven 
has been stretched forth to save the innocent, if the chil- 
dren live — 

Enter Walter, l., toith caution, 

SirR, Say quick- [Walter draw8 his sword, and 

showg it Moody,] It is concluded — where's Oliver ? 

WaL Gone, heaven knows whither— I have falfilled 
my oath— just mention the reward, your honour, the 
prize of angels, your honoui^— Josephine, your honour 
— the— 

SirR, Wretdi ? murderer ! avoid me — take my curses 
—such ever be the reward of villany. 

Wai, So say h-^t Aside.} But, your honour, consider 
I killed— 

Sir R, Dare but to name the foul act, and by hell 
ihou shah be rewarded — a halter, villain-.>go from the 
haunts of men, and devour thy heart in misery and. 
contempt. 

[Retires to the back qf stage, and hides his face. 
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Wah (l. c.) I should be a devil of a fool to do that^ 
make a compaaion of my conBcience— does year honour 
fiad your*B so pleasant a.onet 

Sir JR. Leave me, fellow— 

{PtUting his hand on his sword, 

WaL I go — I'm gone, sir — Heigho ! [Putting his hand 
to his heartJ] What would he give to do this. Now to steal 
something from the buttery— endeavour to find Josephine 
— and away again to the children. — Ob fret and fume— 
They say villuns inflict misery on their fellow-creatures^ 
but I think they can make none so miserable as they 
make tiiiemselves. ^Exitf L. 

Sir R, [Comes forward^ c] Lost beyond hope — hovr 
shall I act— •How — how ; but on — ^my purpose was, my 
brother's family should meet in heaven, and it shall be 
accomplished — 111 chaunt my coffers, and to some thrift- 
less rascal throw down the dazzling ore, and while their 
senses are misled by the damning dear delusion, J^U 
lead them to destroy this hated brother. — ^Fortune con- 
tinue duU and blind — ^now for happiness or perdition; 

I [JExt*, L. 

. SCENE II.— il Wood. 

Enter Children, r. 

Boy, [Supporting the GirlJ] How*do you do, sister? 

Girl. Very tired and very hunger — I could eat some 
of the meat Walter left us. 

Boy. I wish we hadn't left the place— let us try to 
find it 

Girl, (c.) I can*t — indeed I canH, I'm so sleepy — and 
the wood turns round — ^but, brother, as we may sleep a 
good long time, look, I'll put mamma's picture here — for 
Josephine told me, if I was sick, and should sleep a 
long while, I should go where my mamma is — so she'll 
know us by the picture. 

[Kisses the picture, and then gives it to the 6oy to kiss^ 
and puts it in her boson^. Thunder and lightning. 
Children appear frightened, and cling together, 
* Boy. Are you frightened, sister ? 

Girl. No, not much* [TrembUng. 

Boy, Look, yonder's a place to hide us — for sure the 
thunder can't sheet us there.— Come, sister. 

Girl, I can't walk— indeed I can't— I'm so sick, bro* 
then 
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Bey, I don't crj, IThunder,"] Do try to walk a bit- 
there — see, ril help you ; very well, very well. 
[Thundery lightning, and rain, — Exit boy, supporting 
the girl, l. 

SCENE III. ^Andther part of the Wood. 

JSnisr Walter, &< s. e., with a basket — cloak on. 

Wal, 2Sotnids, what a peppering storm— sweet souls, 
how glad they 11 be to see rae.i The ^cunning rogues 
have got antier the cloak, and I dare say have got fast 
asleep. [Sets^own the basket on the cloak, is tAarmed at 
not seeing them — runs to the front of the stage,"] Gone ! 
Murder! Murder! Oh, they have hid themseiyes to 
frighten me ; I see you, I see you — ^you may as well 
come, I see you. [Pauses,'] They're gone ! I can never 
sleep more-«4ia ! the print of a foot. 

[Pursues the step, and exit, l. 

Re-enter, l, s. e., greatly alarmed at not finding them. 

What the devil do I st^nd here for ? I'll roar myself 
dumb— I'll hollo I— Hollo ! [Runs off^ r. 

SCENE IV.— ^ JRoad. 

Enter Sir Rowland masked, and two ruffians armed, l. 

Sir R Look out. 

First Kh/*. The travellers liave gained the hills, and 
are dssniounted. 

Sir R, 'TIS well ; behind that thicket wait their ap- 
proach — be firm — here is encouragement. [Gives him a 
pwrse^] This way, this way. [Exit, l. v. e. 

Enter Jjotld and Lady Alford and Servant, r« 

Lord, (o.) Thou art weary, Helen. 

Lady. In tnath, most sadly ; but let us on. 

Lord* No ; here rest a while ; this place is most dear 
to my remembrance: when my good falcon urged on his 
quarry to this forest's verge, reclined beneath this aged 
oaky I first saw thee, my Helen. 

Lady.- Ah, those times, my Alford ! what were then 
crar hopes and fearB--4he remembrance is strong within 
StUL 
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,SONG.— Xodj^ -i(/brrf. 

Mark a true test of passion, where a lover is ni^li^- 
Its hue is the rose, its language a sigh ; « 
But, where doubts interfere, and no lover is nigh, 
When its hue is a lily, its language a sigh. 

Lady, But look, my lord, this avenue displays your 
castle's stubborn turrets. The western tower contains 
oar lovely children. Oh, how sweetly fancy, passing 
the bounds of vision, pictures to me my babes, at great 
nature's bidding, stretching forth their little hands to 
clasp their mother — ^the thoughts rapture. — On, on, my 
dear lord, you never saw the youngest— indeed, he is 
most like you, the image of my Alford ; pardon these 
foolish tears, they are a mother's joy. 
Ser, ILooleing outJ] Master, defend yourself ! 
lAlfordputs his lady behind him — Ruffiaiu.ru8h on him 
, and his Servant ; one of the Ruffians, with Sir^RoW' 
landf attacks Alfordy the other attacks the Sertmnt, and' 
is beat off, l. 

Enter Walter from the Wood, R. 

Wal. What, two to one ! 

{^Attacks Sir Rowland, wounds him, and drives the 
Ruffian off, l. — Afford retires into the wood with 
Lady Helen, The two Ruffians enter, supporting Sir 
Rowland, l. 

1 Rt^f. Are you hurt, sir ? 

Sir R. Never heed that — have you succeeded f 

1 JRm// No, sir» the travellers escaped in the wood. 

Sir R, Providence, I thank thee ! 

1 Ritf. Shall we pursue them ? 

Sir R, No ; on your souls forbear— convey me to the 
castle. 

1 Rfnf, Shall I fly for assistance ? 

Sir R, No, I'll none ; do as I ordered you. 

[Exit R., Ruffians supporting him. 

Enter Walter, l. 

Wal, What the devil does all this mean ? Where are 
the people I've been fighting for — or where are the 
people I've been fighting with 7 I'm pretty sure I've 
drilPd one of them ; damme, now my hand's in, . I shall 
be killing a man every day, I suppose ; but these poov 
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children — I am almost mad — anight coming on, too— 
Ha ! — Another ruffian — FU soon do his business. 
[^Enter aRuffiian r. s. e., but seeing Walter , immediately 
retires again.-'^WaUer runs off as if in pursHit^ r. s. p. 

SCENE X.—A Wood. 

MfocnUght, Children discovered seemingly dead ^ folded in 
each other*s arms, on the hanky L»y with leaves strewed 
over them* 

Enter Lord, supporting Lady Alford, r. s. e. 

Liord, Courage, my Helen. 

Itady. I'm wondrous faint. 

Lord, Droop not, my love, we are safe—here we^U 
reinain to-night. 

Lady, It was most strange — spoil was not their aim, 
but blood — a thousand fears press on me — the vizor 'd 
ruffian had an air me thought of— 

Lord, Dearest love, calm thy troubled mind — rest on 
that verdant bank. \HeUn retires on the hank, r X My 
servants, ere this, have gained the castle — I'm sure my 
brother's anxious care will find us ere the morning. 

AIR.— JLord Alford. 

When first to Helen's lute 
I sang, as she played to me. 

How came there then to shoot 
A thrilling sense all through me ? 

O 'twas love, 'tw&s love ! 

In my eyes it glistened ; 

'Twould inspire a brute 
To sing if Helen listened— 

O ! my love, my love I 

Why call I with delight 
This ditty^s plaintive numbers 

To wrap my fair in night. 
And sootiie my Helen's slumbers ? 

O ! 'tis love, 'tis love. 

Lullaby, my dearest, 

Care from thee take flight. 
And peace thy heart be nearest ! 

O ! my love, my love.! 
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iMrd. (l.) She sleep»— I'll forth, and, under covert 
of the friendly shade, descry if danger be ak^t. [^Ad* 
vances where the chUdren are, starts at seeing: them,'] 
Heavenly powers, what's here! two^infaate, cold even 
to death ! Poor wretched babes ! poor wretched 
parents ! what pangs must rend their hearts ! How 
shall I thank thee, heaven, for giving mine a brother's 
fostering care. [Takes the giri in his arms."] Cold and 
breathless ( Hold, life seems nearly ebb'd 1 [Puts his 
hand on her breast, pulls out the picture, comes forward, 
and, looking on it, exclaims.] — ^Merciful powers ! my own 
children ! [Girl, alarmed, awakes. 

Lady. My Alford! [Advances and snatches the picture 
from him; on looking en it, ihrieks, falls on the bank, and 
embraces the boy,^ My child! My child I — My darling 
boy dead ! [Takes him in her arms — Alford takes up the 
girl] How is my girl ? 

Lord, She will recover. 

Lady. How came they here ? But let's away. 

Lord. At the eastern extremity of this forest, stands 
an humble cottage — there well hasten — ^thy feeble arms 
cannot sustain— 

Lady. Away, away ! under my own disasters I might 
droop — but a mother's fears have amazonian strength— 
away, my lord. [Exeunt, l. 

SCENE VL— Zjwidfi (j/* Walter's House, door open. 

Enter Josephine and Winifred, r. u. e — They bring in 
a table, on which is placed wooden trenchers, a roast 
fowl, Imives and forks, ^c. 

Win, [Speaking as she enters,] I thought so — well, 
and so — 

Jos, (l. c.) And so, goody, a servant came to the 
castle, and Sir Rowland* ordered him tb be confined in 
the dark tower, and do you know old Ring, says it is a 
servant of Lord Alford. 

Win, I thought so : well, and so 

Jos. Why, then Sir Rowland went out, disguised, 
with four men ; and, in the confusion, I stepped out. 
But, Goody, whereas Walter? 

Win. Oh, heaven knovra whether we shair ever see 
the dear boy again ! 

Jos, Oh dear, you frighten me ! Why, Goody 

ITtti. Why, do you know, I saw a spider crawl up 
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the Bide of the chSmDey — that's a sign of bad luck ; and 
the horse-shoe was last night taken off the door, and 
that's another sign of bad luck ! 
Wal, IWithout^ Holloa! 

Enter Walter (r.), pale and deeded ; shuts the door qfter 
him, and takes a chair ; brings it forwardy and sits 
down, (r. c.) 

Jos. Here is Walter. ' 

Win, I thought so. [Looking at him^ W'^hy, child, 
what's the matter? Hare you seen a ghost? Sit 
cross-legged, my dear boy. 

Wal, There — will that please you ? [Josephine taps 
him on the shoulder; he jumps up, dlarmed.'\ Ah, Jo* 
sephine, Is it you ? 
Jos. Well, Walter, Where did you leave the children? 

Wat. Under a tree, and told them to stay there till I — 

Jos. Under a tree ? Oh ! in the gentleman*s garden ? 

Wa/. No, no. [RecoUecting,'] Yes, yes — where else 
should I leave them-r* in a wood, where they might be 
starved ? 

Jos. No f that I am sure yon would not. 

Wal. I never was afraid of goblins ; but to-night I 
thought every tree a ghost, and took old Jowler for the 
devil ! 

Win, Ay, ay, old Tab did not scratch under her ear 
for nothing— a sure sign that somebody will be hanged. 

Wal. Damn old Tab ! 

Jos. Ay, Walter, you have been drinking. 

Wat. My own tears, then. 

Win. But come, here is a capon for your supper. 

-Wal. Oh, if the dear children had that capon ! 

Jos. Lord, Walter, they have plenty ! 

Wal. jpienty, have they ? [Recovering.'] To be sure ; 
I know that as well as you, Josephine. 

Jos. Had I known how cross you would have been, 
I V70uld nothave come. [Roughly. 

Wal. I beg your pardon, Josephine. DonH cry, my 
girl — I'm almost mad ! 

[Sits down heside the table — knocks over the salt, l. 

Win. [Sitting behind the table] Oh! he's spilt the 
salt. [Throws some over his shoulder.] And I see here's 
a winding-shee't in the candle ! 

Wal. Damn it, mother, don't frighten* me so. Jo- 
sephine, my dear girl, give me a song. 

c 
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Jes, {n,) I'll sing yon wbat I bought of the old blind 
pedlar who passed by this moniiiig ; it's entitled and 
called, *^ The Norfolk Tragedy/' showing how the ghost 
of a murdered babe 

Wal, No, no, ; don't sing that. 

Win, Yes, yes ; sing it^ Josephine. 

SONG — Josephine. 

A yeoman, of no mean degree, 
For thirst of gain and lucre, he 
A pretty babe did murder straight, 
By reason of its large estate ! 

To vex him to his heart's coqtent. 
To him the morder'd babe was sent. 
Full blue appeared (he candle flame, 
And a knocking at the window came ! 

[A knock without, at the window, lu AU start up from 
table, greatly alarmed^ Walter faUs on hie knees, 
trembling, c. 

Jo«.' Walter, why do you tremble — are you fright, 
ened? 

WoU, Me frightened! Blesr your -soul! [PauieJ] 
Nonsenset— go on. 

Jos. His wicked conscience smited him, 
And made him tremble eTery limb ; 
Wiik that the ghost began to roar, 
And strigbtway bursted ope the door I 

[Knocking at the door without. They all 0t€Brt; the 

door is burst open ; Winifred and Josephine retire, 

greatly alarmed. Walter remaino near the table, 

fearing to look towards* the door; he catches hold t^ 

his mother, and hides his face with her aprom. 

Wak MotheCy mother, mother— don't leave me I 

Enter Lord and Lady Alford, and th€ two ChUdnn, R. 
The Children run vp to Waiter. 

Children. [Surprised and delighted.^ Walter, Walter ! 

Wal. Children ! What, alive ! Oh Lord, oh Lont» 
oh Lord! [KiUes them,] What, my honoured lord 
and lady too I Oh, 'tis too mueh 1 Josephine, come 
here — down on your knees ! 

Lady. MjLfaithful girl, explain these wonders T 

Jos, I ca?t, my lady ; Wcdter can. 

Wal, The— I know nothing: yes, I know er^iy 
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thing : yon see, my lotd, your brother — aye, yon little 
rogue, to mn away — and so, my lord, your brother sent 
— ^and I, my lord — I— I— cannot tell yon now. 

IKUting theCkUdren* 
GirL I'm so hungry^ 
WaU Hungry, are you ? 
[Snatches them up, cuts fowl, and helps them with great joy, 
Apa, [Without,^ Let none p^s! [Entering with 
Constables,'] Seize that murderer of innocents ! '[ Walter 
laughsJi Do you laugh, you murderer ? 
. WaL Laugh? Look there ! [Showing the Chitdren. 
Apa. Bless my soul I There they are at supper ! A 
capon, I declare ; very pretty eating ; I could like to 
pick a bit Ob, my lord, your brother is dying — he has 
confessed he employed Oliver and Walter to murder 
your children ! 

WaL True— I killed Oliver ! 
Lord. My gallant fellow ! 
Apa, He then planned yonr destruction. 
Lord, A cursed ambition — ^wretched brother ! 
Apa^ Andv^ent out with armed ruffians to attack yon. 
Lady, But heaven sent an unknown friend to save us. 
Walter, couldst tiiou but find him ! 
Wal, Whyi^mylady, I could find him, I believe. 

[ With modest hesitation. 
Lady, Sure — that look— you protected us ! 
Wei. I believe I did. 
Lady. My preserver ! 
Lord. My friend!- 

Wal. Dear my lord — sweet dear lady, don't kill me 
with kindness — I can't bear it— I'm too happy ! Cojald 
ill-gotten wealth do this 7 
Lady, Name some reward. 

Wm. A treasure. ^ 

Lord, If India can produce it, it is yours. 
Wal. My lord, you need not go so far— -there's the 
treasure I want — give me my little Josephine, and I am 
happy. 

Lady% My dearest girl, receive from my hand your 
faithful Walter ; and it shall be my study to reward his 
services* 

Wal. Madam, 111 serve you with, my latest breath ; 
bat*I trust the children in the wood will, to-night, find 
better friends than poor Walter the carpenter. 
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FINALE. 

WaL [5foto.] Have I ftav'd this girl and boy ? 
Is't so understood, sirs ? 
May I holloa now for joy-?- 

Are we out of the wood, sirs 1 
iiave I sav'd, &c. 

Apa, \_Solo.'] Providence has smiled on me ; 

Happy I as may be ; 
A father here— at either knee 

A rosy dimpVd baby. 
Have we sav'd, kc. 
Lc^dy, iSitlo.'] Fullest mine of mother's bliss; 

Fuller naught can make it, 
Since all to-night who veitness thisl 
Seem kindly to partake it. 

Jos, [Solo,'] Now my AValter I shall wed, 

Gay my heart, and light, sirs ; 

IVal. 18010.1 And I, my girl, have made a bed 
To fit us right and tight, sirs. 
We have mlv d, &c. 



DISPOSITION OF THE CHARACTEUS AT THE 
FALL OF THE CURTAIN. 

Apa. Lord a. Girl. Wau Boy. Lady. Jos. Win. 

R.] i^' 



THE END. 



I- 



^*' i Thlfln I— Harder 1— Blood 1— Help I-Oh I— Oh r 
ana ^mhhi*! 
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REMARKS. 



Ctle lienHefbotui. 

It is not always the case that those Fadies whose faces are of pecu- 
liar length and graTity, and whose deportment carries with it a Qoa- 
ker-iyce primness— a noU'iHe'tangere stateliness and solemnity, ar» 
the most invnlnerable in affairs of love. A pinched cap and a piAe 
bonnet are no indications tlut the wearer is insensible to the charms 
of Gapid. . On the other hand, a chaste heart is qften coupled with a 
smiling coontenance. If we p'ant that-* 

"True piety is cheerfol as the day," 

we mast sorely admit that a lively air is not incompatible with real 
virtae: 



« 



Prudence yoa'd think was more than Dian chaste. 
And jndge few men could aoit her maiden taste ; 
So cold her eye, with justice you might swear. 
Love, tender Love, could never enter there : 
O, strange reverse t beneath that artfbl guise. 
Some wicked thoughts intrude, and mischief flies I** * 

We have a rooted dislike to hypocrisy and pretenee. No one as- 
sumes that which he already possesses, A strutting is always an 
iusignijicant personage; — yonr pigmy would be' thought a giant; — 
and the nymph who is reasonably dubious of her own virtue, is sure 
to pot on an extra garb of sanctity, to take in the knowing ones. 
- The ingenious author of the Rendezvous has illustrated this idea 
with some pleasantry. He has shown that a yoong lady, whose man- 
ners are most amiably repulstve, can fall in love like the veriest mad- 
cap, who is content to be fkt>licsome and agreeable. Nay, he has had 
the unpardonable effrontery to declare, that, in love-matters, all wo- 
men are the same ; and that it only requires " a closet a-pieee^ to 
prove them so ! 

This is a " bold vord^ Master Filch.'' We, who have a dotifol re- 
gard for the good opinion of the ladies, and are moreover ambitiotfii 
of leading a quiet life, shall not enter into so delicate a controversy* 
If, as the poet sings, 

" Love is Heaven, and Heaven is Love," 

it 'is but nataral that everv piously -disposed yoong lady, whether 
prude or coquette, should desire to go to heaven with all convenient 
speed, as a consummation devoutly to be wished ; and take the road 
that she considered the readiest and most expedient. 

There is much whimsical contrivance in this farce. Of bustle it 
possesses a more than ordinary share — a quality that is sore to teU 

• '< Woman." A sathre. 
A3 
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with modern aadienoes, yfdo go to §e« rather than to hear* The ad- 
yentnres of the table and the clotets are well conducted ; and the 
•tory is told so natnrally, that we conceive it might have happened, 
without offering any particalar violence to onr credulity. 

There ia also some attempt at novelty of character, Lncretia (a 
very different sort of lady to the Roman matron I) is the Prudence 
we have already described. Of Sophia we may say :>- 

" Now view the contrast in Clarissa's air. 
Light, easy, cheerful, Bpruce, add debonnaire! 
Her laughing eye, soft smile, at once bespeak. 
Love warms her heart, and blushes in her cheek I" * 

Both ladies are equally desirous to entrap-* 

** That meek, r^fcted, darling creature— fiian /" 

The one does it as if conscious that her inclination was leading her 
astray ; the other, as if she were only labouring in her vocation. A 
third is opportunely introduced in the jperstm of RoMe^ the waiting- 
maid ; and this female trio, with the assistance of those two especial 
cowards. Quake and Simon, pass away an agreeable liour. 

Miss Kelly gave a lively picture of the Hoyden. Her bridling 
and curvetting, her hopes and fears when she approaches her awful 
cousin, with the tremendous secret of the young gentleman, were ex- 
cellent. Mrs. Cfaatterley, as the imipacalMe Lucretia, was, as Dr. 
Johnson said of himself, after his play was damned, *' firm as the mo- 
nument." She lifted the head, and lied with the utmost self-posses- 
sion and decorum ; and, when Sophia, with great ndiveti, blurts out, 
" O, law, yes^— a young man, cousin," she bad all the apparatus for 
fainting but her fan ; and, had the bold dragoon been at oer elbow, 
she had probably gone off, in more senses than one. Harley and 
Chatterley were sufficiently cowardly and comical in Simon and 
' Quake; they had, in truth, hearts in their bellies no bigger than 
pins' heads. ICeeley and Bennett are far behind their predecessors in 
run. Keeley wants another face or two for extraordinary occasions, 
and a few sprightly tones to enliven the eternal monotony of bis 
voice. Mrs. Weippert and Mr. Salter had little to do, but that 
little they did well. 

^ D G. 

, • " Woman." A satire. 
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QUAKE.<^Dark old man's suit; drab great coat, highlboots, three- 
cornered hat. *" 

BOLDING. — Military coat, whitie trousers, boots, hat and feathers, 
sword. 

CHARLES.— Bine nndress frock-coat, ivhite tronsera, boots, 
hat, &c. 

SIMON. — Dark livery (square cot)^ bound with yellow, worsted 
stoekings, high boots, three-cornered hat, and handkerchief over it. 

SMART. — Short blue livery Jacket, with yellow facings, breeches 
and top-boots, hat, with binding and cockade. 

LUCRETIA.— Plain neat white muslin dress. 
SOPHIA. — Ditto, with gay riband on waist. 
ROSE«^-Slate coloured skirt, light body, and apron. 



STAGE DIRECTIONS. 

The Conductors of this work print no Plays but those which they 
have seen acted. The Stage VlrectUms are given from their own 
personal observations, during the most recent performances. 

EXITS and ENTRANCES. 

R. means RWit ; luLeft ; D. F. Door in Flat ; R. D. Bight 
Door ; L. D. Left Door i S. E. Secdnd Entrance; U. B. Upper 
Entrance ; M. D. Middle Dwr, 

RELATIVE POSITIONS. 

R. means Right ; L. Left j C. Centre ; R, C. Right of Centre; 
L. C. Left qf Centre, 

R. RC. C. LC. L> 

*•* 7%€ Reader it suppoted to be on the Stage, facing the Audience, 



8 



9 



I. 

^ 2 



i3 

S 



V 



iS s 



a f 

fS s s 












.1 

43 



>» ■» 

arts 

Oi •-» n 



5 ^ ^ t*l ^ »*l 

(S i *: i i .^ 






•a 



a o 4 
s s s 

s s a 



a 
, I 

O « oo 

•- S 8 

»? S S 






s 

t 



6 



a 



a, . V 
o 

•' « e ^ w M 



2 1 1 « 8 ^ 

« e ^ w «« 



^ s 

1^ 



6 I »* a w 



^ il C J- 




V 
Ck, 

o (4 n; 

s s e 

s a fi 



«• 




§ 


« 


• 


a 


s 


>k 


0) 


1 


1 


1 


e 




s 


£.s a 









THE RENDEZVOUS. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. — A Room in Quake's Country Housef near 

London, 

' Enter. SiMov, r. 

j$ftm. (r.) [Solus,^ And he*8 absolutely going to town 
at this time of night ! — The man's mad ! — he hasn't a grain 
of common sense left. And I am to go and be murdered 
with him, just for the sake of keeping him company,— 
and for such wages as I receive. Oh ! 'tis quite out of 
the way. [Crosses to L« 

Entei' Quake, r. 

Qua, Well, Simon, is every thing ready for our jour- 
ney? 

Sim. (l.) Yes» sir, the horses are saddled,-— but, bless 
BB, you don*t think of travelling to-night, sir ? 

Qua, And why not, pray ? 

Sim, Do you kuQW what o'clock it is, sir ? 

Qua, Why, what's the matter with you, booby ? What 
are yon afraid of? 

Sim, Lord, sir, we. are but flesh and blood, you know, 
after all, and there can be but little douU of what would 
be the fate of two poor sinners alone on the heath in the 
dark. 

Qua, Well, Simon^ well— We can die but once.^ 

Sim, True, sir ; therefore, better not be in a hurry to 
try that once.-^Blesa you, a man, to venture on that heath 
after sunset, should have twenty lives ! 

Qua. PshsCw, you are a coward ! 

Sim, Ah I there's nothing to make one courageous ! — 
If it were quite safe, indeed— Couldn't you go in the 
morning, sir ? 

Qua. No, my business is urgent, and I must be in 
town to-niglrt. 

Sim, Well, sir, death will be our portion, that's all* — 
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We shall both be^ barbarously mnrdered^ if that be yoar 
pleasure. 

Qua, ^Symptoms ^f fear showing themselves through 
his carelessness.^^-De&ih I — Nonsense ! — I teU you there's 
nothing to fear. Come hither, Simon— Murders — pooh^ 
pooh ! — I say, Simou, — ^you don't know what I'm going 
to town about, I suppose ? . 

Sim, No, sir, not I. 

Qua, I!ll be" sworn you don't — no, no— IVe been too 
close for that, I fancy. Now remember, Simon, it's a 
great secret, and you must keep it snug. 

Sim, Depend upon that, sir. 

Qua. You must know then, Simon, that I have got a 
husband for my daughter, and another for my niece ;— the 
whole affair is to be settled to-night. ' 

Sim, Well, I declare if I didn't think so — ^you're very 
lucky, sir — marvellously lucky, indeed ; though, if I am 
not mistaken, the ladies have got a husband a-piece for 
themselves. 

Q'ua, What's that you say, you impudent varlet? 

Sim. Nay, sir — it is only as I suspect — 

Qua, Suspect I — Slanderer ! — and my dau^ter Lucre- 
tia, too, the most dutiful child in the world ! 

Sim, Just as you think proper, sir. 

Quai^ If ever I hear you again — 

Sim,' Pr&y, sir, be pacified — IVe quite done; but 
hadn^t we better be moving, if we are* to go ? 

Qua, Yes, directly^ — ^they get husbands ! — Here, Rose, 
Rose I— Murders ! — Ridiculous ! 

Enter Rose, r. 

Rose, Did you call, sir ? 

Qua, Go, Rose, and tell my daughter and my niece, 
that I wish to speak with them before I go. ^Exit Rose, r. 
— But, Simon, do you actually think that the heath is 
not safe ? 

Sim. Do I, sir? — My heart 4ums cold at the bare 
thought of it. 

Qua, lAside,"] Lord ha' mercy, if he should be right — 
[To him,} Come, come, pluck up a spirit, man — Re- 
member, I shall be with you — I never liked that infernal 
heath, I must confess. — [Aside, 

Enter Lucretu, Sophia, and Rose, r. 
Luc. (l.) So, papa, you're going? 
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Soph, (r.) What, anole^ you're leaving ns^ then ? 

Qua. (c.) Yes, lasses, I must be gone — ^time presses — 
but I shall be back to-morrow— and with sach a present 
a-piece for you,^ my chicks ! 

Lnc. [^Comes down.'] (l.) What is it, papa ? 

Soph. Do tell us, there's a good uncle ! 

Qua. No, .no — time enough — wait till to-morrow. 

Soph. Is it any thing to eat, uncle ? 

Qua. Wait, I say, and see ; now be good girls in my 
absence. Lncretia, I leave Sophia, and my whole house- 
hold, in your charge ; and, from your gravity and good 
sense, I have no doubt that all will be kept in proper 
order. 

JLuc. Certainly, papa ; you may rely upon my discretion. 

Qua. That I may, I'm sure ; and you, simpleton [To 
Sophidjf donH run into mischief: and do as you are bid. 

Soph. No, that I won^t, uncle ! . 

Qua, Now, good bye, then, my dears ; be sure to' be 
good. — Let the doors be all fastened betimes, and early 
to bed. — Good. bye, my darlings. IKisses them, 

Imc* Good bye, papa. 

Soph. A pleasant journey to you, uncle. 

[Exit Quake f followed by Luereiiay Sophia^ 
and Simouy t. 

Ro^e. (o.) [6fo{a.] Now, what is the meaning of all 
this ? I can't make it out. These young ladies, 'who 
have so often pretended to be frightened out of their wits 
at being left alone in the house, now so happy to see my 
master leave them I There mast be some intrigue at the 
bottom of it — and yet if s impossible : Miss Sophia is 
innocence itself; and, as for Miss Lucretia, she's far too 
proud and discreet to love any body but herself. 

Enter Sophia, running in, with anxious joy in her 

face, R. 

Soph, (r.) Ah, Rose, I'm glad you're alone — I've got 
imch a deal to tell you— "~ ' 

Roge. What, I suppose you^re for robbing the orchard, 
or rifling the preserves, now your uncle's out df the way 
— hey, miss? 

Sojph. No, no, I want your opinion. Rose — 

Hose. Well, miss, it's always very much at your ser- 
vice. A little goosecap— rnow will all this preparation 
lead only to some childish plaything. [Aside. 

Soph. Do you think. Rose, there can be any harm in — 
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in — hang it, Fm in such a pother, I donH know haow to 
begin— 

^••e. My good young lady, what is it that yon want? 
Bo pray let us know. 

Soph. Well, then, Rose, should you think there ^as 
any harm in my having a friend ? 

Roie, What, miss ! — I don't understand you. 

Soph, I mean, tiiat if an agreeable, discreet, good- 
, looking person — 

Rose, [Ande,^ Is it possible !— here's simplicity and 
innocence ! — [To her."} May I ask, miss, if peradyen- 
tare you have a lover ? 

Soph, Law, Rose, for shame ! — I didn't say so — 

Ro$e, Who is this good-^looking person, then ? 

Soph, Only a sort of acquaintance — a very particular 
friend. 

Rose, Yes, yes ; I perceive the distinction, miss>-«and 
pray, from whence does this particular friend come ? 

Soph4 Why, you remember that, when I became an 
orphan, I was sent to live with an old aunt of mine. 
Now it so happened, that in the next house, there lived 
a young man— 

Rose. A young man! 

Soph. Yes ; his name's Charles. Isn't it a pretty 
name. Rose? 

Rose. Very pretty, indeed, miss. 

Soph. Ah ! you are so kind and considerate. Rose ; 
and then the fact is— Charles happens just now to be in 
this neighbourhood. 

Rose. In this neighbourhood ! 

Soph. Yes, he is ; and soipetimes, I assure you, he is 
kind enough to walk in our garden. 

Rose. Well, now thaf s very civil, I must say. 

Soph. Bless you, he'll do more for me than that, a 
great deal. And now, my dear Rose, if you like, you 
may do me such a favour— I'm sure you can — you can 
help me to see him, and nobody will know any thing 
about it 

Rose. lAside."] Here's innocence again ! — [To her]-^ 
But how am I to manage this, miss ? 

Soph. Why, I was tibinking, that if you would break 
the matter to my consin, Lucretia, she might possibly al- 
low him to come and sup with us.* 

Rose. Break it to your cousin !-^you don't think of 
such a thing — to your cousin ! — who, you know, is a pat- 
tern of all that is prudent and discreet,— Impossible ! 
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Seph, Oh, je6f yo^ may-— you can put the thing in a 
certain way — give it a sort of turn — ^you are much 
cleverer than I am, BoBe-— now do speak to her — there*8 
a dear good girl ; you'll not repent if, I can tell you — 
Charles will give you a pocket full of money. Heavens ! 
here she comes — now do speak — pray do— ^I daren't face 
her for the life of me — remember, Rose, I rely upon you I 

lExit SophiOf R. D. 

Rose. [iSfola.] I speak to her I-rnot for the world! Oh, 
no, she's a great deal too upright for me. [Gotng*.] I'll 
be missing. 

Enter Loorbtia, l. 

Luc, Rose! 

Rose, Yes, miss. 

Lttc. Stay where yon are-^I wish to speak with you — 
I httve something of consequence to say to yon. 

Rose, I am always ready, miss, to attend to you. 

Luc, [^With great grwity,'] But, before I say. any thing, 
let me warn you not to draw any impertinent inferences 
from what I shall disclose. 

Rose. Why should you suspect me, miss ? 

Luc, I know that servants are too ready to thiuk ill of 
their betters. 

Rose. Indeed, miss, you quite astonish me : I have al; 
ways felt the highest respect for you, 

Luc, Why, yes, I fancy I have always giv«n you rea- 
son for so doing ; but, on this occasion, I desire that you 
will have the highest possible opinion of me. 

Rose* There can be no fear of it, misSk 
. Luc, Without further preface, then, you must know, 
that a short time ago, I became acquainted with a per- 
son who is anxious to see- me just now, and will, I ima- 
gine, be here this evening. 

Rose, Whenever she pleases, miss, I shall be in the way. 

Luc. The gentleman, perhaps — 

Rose, The gentleman, miss ! 

Imc, Yes ; he's a perfect gentleman, I assure you. 

Rose, lAside,^ Why, this is more astonishing than the 
innocent Miss Sophia. — ^Ah I we're all alike, that's quite 
dlear. 

Luc. He wishes most particularly to see me, but we 
must be circumspect. Rose — ^a woman should never be 
without circumspection. 

Rose, No, miss, she should take care never to be found 
out. 
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Ijwi. The world, you know, is too apt to suspect youns^ 
persons. 

Rose. Ah, miss, and very iinjustly. — Pray, -what is the 
gentleman's name ? 

Luc, 3olding, a captain in the army, and a very de- 
lightful young man» I assure you — ^brave — generous — 

Rose, Yes, miss — all that you wish him to be, no doubt 

Luc, He is, indeed ; but notwithstanding, as I wish 
%o avoid the scandal that might fall upon a secret inter, 
view, I have been thinking — ' 

Rose, T understand, miss ; it occurs to you, as my mas- 
ter happens to be out of the way, that the gentleman 
might come and sup here. 

Luc, Why, upon my word, Rose, I see no kind of in- 
convenience in such an arrangement — ^but — {Hesitates'] 
—come hither. Rose. [Rose goes close to her,] My cou« 
sin seems very fond of you» Rose. 

Rose, Yes, miss, I'm happy to think she is. 

Luc, She's a nice girl. ^ 

Rose. Oh, quite charming 1 

Luc. A little childish, though. Rose; a bit of a aim- 
pleton. 

Rose, So young, yon know, miss — 

Luc. Just so ; therefore we must be upon our guard a 
little. In her thoughtless gaiety she might, you know, 
say something — ^that my. father — 

Rose, Yes, miss, I understand. ' 

Luc. So, if you could explain to' her the mature of the 
thing— I mean just — in a delicate kind of way— open her 
eyes a little — 

Rose, Who, I, miss ? Not for the world. . No, indeed, 
you must excuse me — I can't think of such a thing. 

Luc, And, pray, why not ? 

Rose. What, that pretty innocent ! Give her ideas — 
corrupt her mind ! — I'd die first — no, you must speak to 
her yourself, miss. 

Luc, Why, you perverse hussy, how dare yon misnn- . 
derstand me in this manner ? 

Rose, No, indeed, miss, I can't thinkn>f it; you'd far 
better speak to her yourself — and here she comes — I'll 
leave you together. 

Enter Sophia, r. 

Sopk. [Aside to Rose."] Well, Rose, what does she say ? 
Have you spoken ? 
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Rose, [Aside to Sophia,'} Heavens and earth ! spoken ! 
I'd sooner speak to ihe grand Turk. 

Soph, (r.) [Aside,'] Ah ! poor Charles — 1 am sure lean 
never Jbring myself to break it out to her.-^How awful 
she looks ! 

Luc, (l.) [Aside,] Now, does this foolish girl embar- 
rass me more than twenty women of sense could. How 
shall I manage her ? 

Rose. [Aside.] A notable pair. Ah! if they knew 
how safely they might trust one another ! [Exit Rose, r. 
[Lucretia and Sophia stand for seme time, playing with 
their fingers, in awkward silente, 

Luc. Sophia — hem ! hem ! 

Soph, Did you speak, cousin ? 

Luc, Hem! — Do you think, Sophia — hem! should you 
be surprised- -but no matter — ^no matter. [Aside,] I 
know not how to trust her. 

Soph. [After a pause.] Cousin — ^hem !— hem I — I was 
going to ask you — hem ! [Aside.] I shall sink before her. 

Luc. So, Sophia, we are to sup alone to-oight ? 

Soph. Yes, cousin, it seems so— and it's not very 
agreeable, I think. 

Luo. No, indeed, in a lone house like this, with only 
women. Shouldn't you think it safer, Sophia, if we had 
a companion — a protector ? 

So]^, Oh law! yes— a young man, cousin, 

Luc, What's that you say, miss? [Aside,] A giddy 
simpleton, I knew how she'd run away with the first hint. 

Soph. Would there be such a very great objection, 
then, cousin ? 

Luc. How dare you put such a question ? 

Soph, [Aside.] The proud haughty thing, she won*t 
hear a word. 

Luc, What, then, Sophia, should you imagine — 

Soph, No, cousin — no — I shouldn't imagine — [Aside,] 
— She suspects me, and wants to coax my secret 6ut of 
me — 

Luc, Would you, let me ask, think of permitting — 

Soph, No — no — indeed, cousin, I would not permit it. 
[Aside], Ah-! poor Charles, he won't come, I see. 

Luc, [Aside.] The fool, — I must give up ^e scheme, I 
believe — [To her,] I wish to know, Sophia — would you 
venture to receive a youug man in the absence of your 
uncle ? 

Si^pih. No, cousin, I would not— no indeed — I would 

B 2 - ^ 
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not receire bim. lAHdeJ] Ah ! if s all over ! Jast as I 
thought. 

Luc. [Aside, 2 An idiot«-I can make Dothing of her. 

Soph, We shall sup alone, then, cousin ? 

Luc, [ Very harshly,^ Yes ! 

Soph, (l.) [Aside,] A soar, ill-tempered creature 1 

Luc, A stupid, impenetrable dolt ! 

Enter Rose, r*, crosses behind to c, ^ ■ 

Rose. [Aside."] What, not acquainted yet ? [Aside to 
Lucretia,] Well, miss, what success 7 . 

Luc, [Aside to Rose,] The girl's a perfect fool ! 

Rose. [Aside to Lucretia.] Never mind, let him come, 
and leave the rest to me. 

Luc, (l.) [Aside to Rose.] Are you serious ? 

Rose, [Aside to Lucretia.] Rely on me, but don't let 
him show himself till supper-time. 

Luc. Very good. 

Rose, [Aside to Sophia,] Well, miss,— inexorable, I 
suppose ? 

Soph, [Aside to Rose,] Oh, yes — ^poor Charles wiir 
drown himself. 

Rose. [Aside to Sophia*] Go and let him in— I'll 
manage it all for you. 

Soph. Will you ? 

Rose. [Aside to Sophia,] Yes ; but let him conceal 
himself tiU we meet at supper. 

Soph, [Aside to Rose.] Oh, yes, yes, — ^how happy 
lam! 

Rose, [Aloud.] Ladies, a thought has just come into 
my head : as my master has taken himself pleasuring to 
London, suppose we have a merry-making here?— I'm 
for a cheerful supper. 

Luc, An excellent notion ! 

Soph. An admirable thought, indeed ! 

Rose. Well, leave the management of it to me — I shall 
cootrive it to your satisfaction, I dare say. 

Luc, Do what yon please. Rose. 

Soph, Yes, just what you please, Rose^ 

Rose, [Aside to Lucretia.] I thought I observed him 
just now, close to the little gate. 

Luc, Good ; I'll go to him. 

Rose, [To Sophia, aside.] I just saw a young man un- 
der your window. 

Soph, [AHde to Rose,] That's he, depend upon it 
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lAtc. Well, Sophia, love. I must leave you for a while 
— ^renkember pur merry-maKiDg. 

Soph, That I will. [Aside to Rose, as she is going,"] 
Charles will be pretty hungry, 1 dare say. [ExU, R. 

Rose, Yes, yes, there shall be enough for Mm. 

Luc, [Aside to Rose, as she is going,'] Rose ! Captain 
Boldingwill like something nice, perhaps. 

Rose, I'll not forget him, miss. [Exit Lncretia, L. 

Rose. [Sola,] Ah ! my dear young mistresses ! We 
should do any thing but reproach one another — I'll 
bring them all together at once, and let the innocent 
complain. [Exit, l. 

SCENE IL — A Sidoon — at the bottom a door, the com- 

* tnon entrance—Hin the right side, a door leading to the 

. chamber of Quake — on the left opposite to it a door lead' 

ing to the chamber of the ladies — on each side in the 

fore-scene, a closet — to the right, near the closet, a 

window opening into a garden — a table covered with 

green baize in the room, c, and three chairs. 

Enter Sophia (r.) with a lighted candle, and Charles 
cautiously, talking low. 

Soph, (l.) My dear Charles, I'm afraid you're sadly 
tired with waiting so long. 

Cha- (r.) Mention it not, Love; we must submit to cir- 
cumstances — But, dearest Sophia— 

Soph, Hush ! we shall be surprised — ^Rose is going to 
speak to my cousin — Hark ! — You must hide yourself 
till sapper-time. 

Cha. Till supper-time ? Oh, impossible ! 

Soph. You must, I say ', come, get into this closet, and 
don't open it till I call. 

Cha, Well, I'll obey you in every thing— but, my dear 

girl— 

Soph. Hushj they are coming — get in. — [Charles 
crosses, L.]-^get in [Charles enters the closet to the l^t] — 
it*8 my cousin — be quite still — ^Good bye, don't come out 
till I teU you, there's a good boy ! bless his pretty face ! 

[Exit Sophia^ R. with candle. 

Enter Lucretia with candle, and Bolding, l. 

Luc, Tread softly, Bolding, we must be cautious — you 
must hide yourself in one of these closets till Rose has 
settled Jbow we are to introduce you at 8upx>er. 

b3 
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Bold. You'll hide with me, Lacretia ? 

Luc. No, no — come, quick — jump into your box. 

IBolding trie^ to open the closet in which Charles is, l. 

Bold. It won't open. / 

Luc. Try the other, then— you'll shut yourself in, ^nd 
wait till I return. [Boldinfc enters closet, r. 

Bold. Be speedy, dearest — ^moments will be hours till 
I see yon. 

Luc. There, shut the door — Adieu ! [He opens and 
shuts the door iften to kiss his hand to her."] What a charm- 
ing fellow he is ! [Exit Lucretia, with candle, l. The 

stage becomes dark. ^ 

Enter Smart, through the window ^ r. 

Smarti There, — safely housed again — Rose! Rose! 
The little jade, she's not in the way — Hush ! somebody's 
coming — it may not be she — ^now where to hide myself 
till she comes. [Tries to open the elosets.'\ The devil ! all 
fast — Gad, but I must stow myself away somewhere, for 
if the young ladies — Eh ! the table — ^yes, Tve no other 
shelter — I may be poking my head into a pretty kind of 
scrape here — but what are a little danger and suffering 
to a man in love ? 

AIR— Smart. . 

Of a moment of pain 
Let no lover complain : 
It but gives him new zest 
When his hour is bless'd. 
Like a true gallant, here 
I'll watch for my dear, 
And not blame the delay 
Which still keeps her away ; 
Tis love's lot, as it burns, 
To waver by turns 
Between pleasure and care, 
Between hope and despair : 
But of moments of pain. 
Let no lover complain ; 
They hut give him new zest 
When his hour is blessed — 
Quick — quick then to my secret lair, 
Here patiently I'll take my §eat. 
[Gets %tnd£r the table — the baite not reaching low enough 
dawn to conceal him from the audienee. 
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I might baye found* a softer chair. 
But every thing in love is sweet. 
lAt this mometd Charles and holding open the doers of 
their ehsets, and pap out their loads. 
Cha* Sophia, how she keeps me here ! 
Bold; Lucretia, how she keeps me here! 
Both, But hush, let me restrain my heart ; 
All Three* For every thing in love is sweet. 
Yes, every thing in love is sweet. 

TRIO — Renewal of the Air, 

Of a moment of pain 
Let no lover complain ; 
It but gives him new zest, 
When his hour is bless'd — 
■ like a true gallant, here 
I will watch for my dear, 

&c. &c. &c. 

Bold. [Coming out of his closet."] I'll venture to recon- 
noitre a little, though. — All's quiet — 

Smart, lAside,] Hey, who the devil are you ? 

Cha, IComing out of his closet,"] Can she have forgot- 
ten me.? I'll venture out a little, at all events. 

Smart. [Aside.] What — another ! Upon my soul, I 
begin to feel a little awkward here. 

[Bolding and Charles pace aboiU, till they come abruptly 
upon one another, face to face. 

Bold, (l.) Who are you, sir? 

Cha, (r.) And you, sir? 

Bold. Would he presume to address — [Aside, 

Cha, Dare he venture to aspire — [Aside, 

Bold. Speak, sir. What is your business here ? 

Cha: That will I tell to no man. 

Bold, By Jupiter, but you sha\\-^[Draws his sword.] 
—Come, sir, explain, or fly instantly. 

Cha. What, sir, do you think to frighten me ? 

Bold. I mean at least not to be trifled with — [Ad' 
vances upon him,] — Come, sir, depart — quick — away 
with you ! 

Cha, [Retreating round the table.] Hey — what — why 
— d — mnation ! What do you mean, sir ? The devil take 
the fellow. 

[Pops into the cbset in which Bolding was, and shuts 
himself in^ R. 
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Bold, Cui^e the rascal ! — he has got into my closet. 
IVoices heard without] Confiisian ! — We've alarmed the 
whole house — I must mind myself, then. 

[^Runs into the closet in which Charles waSf L. 

Smartw^ A pretty sort of adventure this ! — We shall all 
be thrown Into a horse-pond together, I've no (ioubt. 

Enter Sophia, with a lighted candle, r. 
Stage beconies light. 

Soph. All's ready, Rose says ; so now, my poor Charles, 
you shall be released from your imprisonment ^Goes 
close to the closet (l.) in which Charles was,] Come — yoa 
may come out — come, I say — [^She taps."] Can be be 
asleep ? 

Smart, [Aside,] The wrong box, I suspect, missie — 

Soph. Why don't you come out? — It's I. 

Bold, [Showing himself,] Here am I — [Sophia starts 
back at the sight of him, and screams aUtid,] — By hea- 
vens ! not Lucretia ! [B£treats into his closet* 

Soph, Help ! — Murder ! — Thieves ! —Cousin ! — Rose ! 
help ! 

Enter Lucretia and Rose, with a candle, l. 

Luc, Sophia, child, what^s the matter ? 
Rose, [Comes down, r.] Are you ill, miss ? 
Soph, There's a thief in the cupboard ! 
Luc, Be silent, then. [Aside,] The prying little fool : 
she has seen Bolding, no doubt. 

R^se, [To Soph,] Compose yourself, pray. 

[Puts candle on table, r. 
Luc. It must be a mistake. 
Soph, Oh no, no, no — we shall all be murdered ! 

[Lucre^ taps ctt the closet (r.*) in which Bolding was, 
unseen by Sophia, and whispers — *^ Bolding, are 
you there V^-^Charles shows himself, when she runs 
back with a Urud scream. 
Soph, What, another there, too ? 
Luc. Yes, as I live. Oh, what will become of us ? 
Rose, Stay, stay, you must both be mistaken. Let me 
see — [Qoes to the closet, r. in which Charles is, and 
knocks at it,] — Mr. Thief, are you there ? If you are ei 
man, show yourself — [Charles pops out his A^ad.]— Oh, 
ho ! Mr. Housebreaker f — [Takes hold q/* /Um.]— Come 
along ! 
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Cha, [Lags back."] No^ no, be quiet. What are you 
about? - 

Rose, Come, I say ; Miss Sophia, allow me to intro- 
duce — 

Soph* lAside,"] A mischievous hussy! — my cousin 
will renounce me for ever. 

Imc, Sophia, Sophia, IWUh great severity'\ I am 
shocked at you ! • 

Cha, Madam, allow me to speak. If there is any 
wrong, it has been of my contriving. — I know that, to a 
lady of your strict principles and delicacy, such conduct, 
may appear more than suspicious — but I trust that, on 
inquiry — 

Rose. Excuse me, sir — we*ve no time for talking now. 
Haven't we another robber, ladies ? But I'll have him 
out, a wretch ! [Goes to Bolding's closety and knocks.'] 
Come forth, sir, make your appearance. [Bolding ap* 
pears — she takes hold of him,'] .Yes, as I live — come 
along, friend, this way. Miss Lucretia, permit me to— - 
[Charles and Sophia stare at each other with uplifted hands. 

Soph. Am I awake? [With mock solemnity,] Lu- 
cretia ! Lucretia ! — ^^O, gemini ! gemini ! 

[Puts down candle on table, 

Lite. [Aside,] Oh! that I had never been thought 
better than other people, or than I am I 

Cha, 1 think, Sophia, we may fake heart a little. 

Soph, O, yes; I'm wonderfully recongded to myself ; 
indeed, I am proud to imitate my cousin. 

Bold, Lucretia! 

Luc. [Aside to Mm,] Madam— call me madam. 

Bold, But, my dearest love — 

Luc, Barbarian, what are you about ? 

Rose. Upon my word, ladies and gentlemen, you 
seem very shy and distant; and why, pray? — Which of 
you has any thing to say against the other? — Come, 
come, away with all further disguise ; you see what 
you are — it wants but a closet a-piece to make women 

alike. 

Soph, Hey, cousin, is it so ? 

Luc, Giddy, improvident creature ! 

Soph, Yes, and you grave and prudential. But you 
see ^Pointing first to Charles, tmd then to Balding] it 
comes to the same thing. 

Luc, [Brightening up, and taking Sophia by the hand.] 
I confess it, Sophia, I confess it. 
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Rose, No need of confessions, miss; the proofs 
[Pointing to the gentlemen^ stand before you. 
Luc* Holding ! 

Soph. Ciiarles ! [The lovers embrace. 

Rose, Ha \ ha t ha ! Now, then, to supper — to sup- 
per— rthe party's complete. Gentlemen, why whafs the 
matter ? Why so shy ? Are you, too, afraid to come 
together ? 

Bold. [Aside. "] What a fool my violence has made of 
me ? [To Charles.'] Can you forgive me, sir 7 An idle 

jealousy, which appearances 

Cha, Your hand, sir. I had precisely the same opi- 
nion of you ; and, had I been armed — ^* 

Soph. Preserve us ! — Are you going to fight ? [CrosatM 
to Charles, 
Cha, No, sweet ; we are all friends. 
Soph, But how came you in that closet, Charles ? 
Rose. Pray explain it all after supper. I shall have 
every thing cold with waiting. 
Ail. Come, then. 

[They turn round, and perceive Smart under table ; the la' 
dies scream; Rose hangs her head, arid bites her iudls* 
Cha, Why, what's all this 1 

Bold. , [Touching his sword."} Whence, and who are 
you, sir? 

Smart, Pray, sir, be cool. I am a poor devil, who 
have been sitting with my knees up to my chin for this 

half hour under the table, in the hope of seeing 

[Rose makes signs to him not to notice her. 
Luc. So, so— I see. Rose, allow me to introduce— 
Soph. Permit me to — Ha ! ha ! ha ! 
Rose* [Running to Smart.] Well, with all my heart — 
we may all join in the laugh. Now, then, to supper 
without mystery or fear. 

Soph, Ther'^'s nobody else to come, I suppose ? 
Rose, No, no— one a-piece — but one at a time. Be 
seated, if you please, and I'll fetch the supper. 

[Just as they are about to seat themselves, a bell is heard 
to ring loudly, L. 
Rose. Mercy ! What can this* be? It's at the house- 
gate. 
Soph, Don't open it, Rose. 
Luc, Who can it be, and at such an hour ? 

[Rose runs to the door, i«. 
Rose. Preserve us all ! It's my master ! 
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Iai€» My father ! 
Soph, My uncle ! 

Rose, YeSy he's coming up with Simon. 
Lmc, What are we to dof 
Bold, Where can you put us ? 
Lue, Get into the closets again. 
Smart, And I— O Lord ! O Lord ! Stay, I'll to my 
old place again. 

\Smart gets under the table ; Charles and Bdding kurry 

to their closets ; the girls run about in confuHony and 

Rose clears away the cloth, S^c. ^c 
Rose* Hfkik \ they're upon us. 

Enter Qvare and Simon, in great trepidationy l. 

Qua, Thank heaven, we are here again alive ! Lord 
ha' mercy ! what business had 1 out at such an hour ? 

Luc. My dear papa, what has been the matter ? You 
seem quite distracted. 

€^, [Not attending.^ What an escape ! O dear ! 
O defur ! Why was I tempted out ? 

Sim. Ah, 1 knew how it would be ! But you will be 
so fool-hardy. 

Soph. But what has happened, uncle ? 

Qmo. Ask Simon — ask Simou. 

Soph, Well, Simon, what is it? [Simon groans,^ Have 
you lost your wits ? 

Qua. Give it breath, Simon ; tell it, if you can. 

Sim, Well, ladies, you must know, that we had not 
got quite over the heath, when I saw, and. Lord bless 
me ! not half a mile off, as I live — two men. 

Qua» O ! the horrid villains ! 

Sim. Well, miss, as soon as I seed them — ^urged by 
my fears, as yon will suppose — master, says I, there are 
two men coming towards us, and I don't exactly see what 
business they can have here. 

Qua. Gruel, bloody wretches ! ' 

Sim^ Well, I had scarcely spoken, when my master 
turned his horse, set him into a gallop^ I following, as 
in duty bound,, and we never stopped to look behind us, 
till we found ourselves at our own door. 
Qua, Ah, it was a marvellous escape ! 
Sim* Ah, it was a marvellous escape ! 
Lue, But did they speak to you ? 
Sim. No, miss, nor we to them. 
Qua, No^ no; trustus for that 
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Soph. [Aside. 1 A couple of cowards! 

Qua, And ilow, my children, leave me— «-for I want 
repose. 

Luc, [Aside,'] Heavens! how will he get out? ' 

Soph. [Aside.] My poor Charles, he will be starved 
outright. 

Rose, YouUI have some refreshment, sir, before you 
sleep ? 

Qua. Oh no, I shall not eat again for a month ? Leave 
me, children. 

Soph, But, Uncle- 
Qua. No buts — go to your beds, and see that the doors 
are well fastened. 

Luc. [Aside.] What will become of him ? 

Qua. Well, do you hear me ?— Why don't you go ? 

Luc. Good night, papa. 

Soph. ■ Good night, uncle. 

[They do not stir. All three turn round from the door, 
and come into thar places, face to face with Qutdce. 

Qua, Goodnight, good night! — Well, why don't you 
move ? — Go along, I say — to bed this instant I 

[He presses them on, they turning up thdr eyes in deS' 
pair, till they are fairly pmhed out of the room, R. 

Qua, And now, Simon, that we're all quiet again, tell 
me, do you really think those men you saw were robbers ? 

Sim. How can it be doubted, sir ? 

Qua. Why, Simon, you are a bit of a coward, that's 
the truth on't. 

Sim. I only did as you did. 

Qua. J^SL \ ha I ha!— Oh, yes, you are a sad coward, 
most assuredly. — But, Simon, we must get rid of this in- 
fernal house — ^if s a vile place. 

Sim, Aye, sir, if we don't, we shall all have our throats 
cut 

Qua. Pshaw ; you are frightened, man — though it 
certainly is a very lonesome and disagreeable situation. 

[Smart groans, 

Sim. [In a voice qf terror,] Sir I 

Qua, [Equally alarmed,] What's the matter? 

Sim, Did you hear nothing? 

Qua. No. 

Sim. As I'm a sinner, I heard a groan ! 

Qua. A groan ! — What's a groan 7 

Sim. A sigh. — 

Qua. [Trying to disgwe hia fern-.] A sigh ! Who do 
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you think is here to sigh ? But this is to liye with cow- 
ards; — there's no epd to their fancies — A sigh ; what do 
you mean ? , 

ILooks warily round the room. At thU moment Charles 
puskei his door gently forward, arid cUxea it again ; 
Simon of^erves it with horror, ■ 
Shn. Sir ! Sir ! \^Simon and Quake get hack to back, 

Qm, {TefTiAed.^ What— What— What's the matter? 
Sim, The door of the closet, there, just opened all of 
itself. ' [Gets over to a. 

Qua, You don't say so — ^Lord help us ! — Where — 
I don't sec it — All's still-;-Speak, Simon — Where — You 
fool, why don't you speak ! 

[While saying this he keeps his eyes fixed on the closet, 
where Charles is confined ; while SimoUf who has, un- 
observed by Quake, turned round, keeps gazing in a 
state of stupefaction on the doofv cf the opposite closet, 
which Bolding has pushed forwardS'^Both fall down 
Hat. 
Sim. Another door ; Sir !— Another — Oh Lord ! — Oh 
Lord ! ' ' ^ ^ [Quake, turns and sees it. 

Qua. Merciful Heaven! and so it is— oh dear! — Lord 
ha' mercy ! — run and call help, Simon ! 
^ Sim, 1 haven't a leg left, sir — it's all over with me ! 
Bold, [Pushing his doovy l; in flat more open,'] D — n 
it, this'll never do ! I can stay here no longer. 

[Quake and Simon catch a glimpse of his cocked hat. 
Qua* We're dead men, to a certainty ! 
Sim, O, my poor body ! 

[They both fall to tlie grouind in an agony of fear, in 
front qf stage^ L. c. ; Charles afui Bolding come 
forth, and stand for a moment gassing at each other ; 
Smart Jumps up from under the table. 
Smart, Now's our time— the devil take the hindmost I 
[He pulls the cloth from the table, and throws it over 
Quake and Simon ; Charles and Bolding put chairs 
and table on them ; Smart' then runs to the. window, 
K; opens it, and Jumps out ; Charles and Bolding fol- 
low him ; Quake and Simon keep crying out as loudly 
as terror will allow them. 
Qua, \ Thieves!— Murder!— Blood!— Help!— Oh! 
. Sim. 5 Oh! 

[After a pause, Simon ventures to put his head from wn- 

der the baize, 8^c., and gazes fearfuUy about the room. 

Sim. They're gone, sir. [Rises on his feet, 

c 
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Qua, How many were tbere, Simon ? 

iSii». Seven, I counted. 

Qua. Seven ! Lord protect us poor miserable wretches * 

■ [Gets up, 
[J knockif^ is heard at the door, r. ; Quahe and Simon 
again faU to the ground, C. 

Qua. We're lost liow, past redemption ! 

Sim. O, Lord, yes ! — They're all coming back again, 
no donbt, with more to help them. 
. Luc. [From without.'] Father, what is the matter ? 

Sof^ [From without.'] Uncle, what are you abotit ? 

Qua. \Ninng.'] They*re my children. Run, Simon ; 
open the door. . [Simon totters to the dooTj B« 

Sim, Are you alone 7 

Luc, Yes, yes ; open the door. 

^ 

Enter Lucretia, Sophia, and Rose, with lights^ r. 

Luc. Lotd bless us, papa! — what have you been 
doing ? 

Soph. Are you dead, uncle 7 

Sim. No, miss, but perilously frightened. 

Qua, [Almost crying.'] Ah, my dears, you had well 
nigh lost me! Death, in the most dreadful form — 
swords — pistols — 

Sim, Ajid a cock«d-hat that might have frightened 
the devil ! 

LUg. But whom have you seen 7 

Qua. The house swarms with assassins. How many 
vvere there, Simon 7 

' Sim. Seven stood over us — not to mention those who 
filed off while we were on the ground. 

Luc, [Aside to Sophia.] Seven t— Why, what oan it 
mean! 

S^ph. [Aside to Lucretia.] Vm thunderstruck ! 

Luc. And they used violence, you say, papa 7 

Qua, No ; every thing but that. 

Soph, But how came you on the ground, uncle 7 

Qua. [Co^fit8ed.] Hey, Simon^ how was that 7 

Sim. The coeked-bat, sir, mortal man could not have 
stood up against. [A violent ringing heard at house-gate, L. 

Qua. Preserve us !— What is that 7 

Sim, They're all conning again out of the window in 
at the door. 

Ail. hard' ha* mercy ! — Wiiat will become of us ! — 
HMpl help! 
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Qttflk DoQ*t be afraid, Simon ;* you shall go first, and 
I'll back you. 

{Bell rings violently, t, ; n loud hallooing heard with- 
out ; iMcretiay Sophiay and Rose crowd behind Quake, 
tajdng hold of the skirts of his coat; he seizes hoi I rf 
SimoUf and places him in front ; whUe the latter com- 
pletes the line of defence by a chair placed before him. 
Smart, (l.) [ Without:} Open the door — fear nothing 
r— we're friends. 

Rose. IDetaching herself from the group.} ThanK" 
heaven ! it is a friend ; sir, our neighbours are coming to 
help us. 

Qua. Will yon venture to open the door^ Rose ? ^ 
Rose. Oh yes, sir, without delay. [She ntns out, l. 
Bold, (l.) [Without.'] Take courage, friends. 
Chais. (u) [Without.} Your danger's over. 



S^kT^ ] Heavens ! That voice ! 



Enter Rose, l. running in, followed by Bolding, 

Charles, and Smart. 

Luc. [Quitting her father.} Bolding f My dear Bolding ! 

Soph. [Running towards Charles.} My dear, sweet 
Charles ! 

[They both throw themselves into the arms of their lovers, 
while Quake and Simon stand staring with stupid 
vxmder at each other. 

Qua. Are we awake, Simon ? 

Sim. The devil's amongst us, sir,-'that's certain. 

Bold. [To Lucretia.} Be composed, dearest ; no harm 
.shall touch you^ 

Cha. [To Sophia.} Look up, Sophia— smile and be 
happy. 

Qua. Very consoling, gentlemen, indeed. 

Bold. My dear sir, banish all your apprehensions! 
Ytou are secure — ^we have routed all .the robbers, and 
saved your lives — ^but — no thanks, I beseech you — ^no 
thanks. 

Qua. And is it really to you, gentlemen, that we owe— 

Bold. Yes, sir ; it is to us that you owe it all — I give 
you my honour. 

Qua. Sir, I want words to express my gratitude — ^but 
— excuse me, sir, you and the ladies here seem old ac- 
quaintance. 

Bold. I confess, sir, that I have long know;i and 
loved the incomparable Lucretia. 
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Qua. The devil you have ! — \^o CkiXTUi^ — And you, 
sir. / • 

iSopA. And be, sir, has long known and loved the in- 
comparable Sophia. 

Qiua. Why, Lucretia ! — Sophia! Andacious hussies. 
Bold. Be calm, sir ; marriages, remember, are made 
in heaven ! 

QiMt. What, without my consent ? 

Cha* Doom not those to death, sir, who have saved 
you from it. 

ItWi. Dear papa ! 

Soipih, Kind uncle I 

Qua. \AjUr a patise,'] They have saved our lives, it is 
true, and we owe them much. [P«m<««.] Well, let it be 
so. — ^Take 'em, gentlemen, take 'em, and may they never 
deceive you, as they have deceived me. — [The lovers em- 
h'oce. 

Smart. And 1, sir, one of tiie heroes to whom you owe 
your breath^may I not ask for a reward ? 

Qua. Name it, and take it. 

Smart. 'Tis here, sir. — [Takes Rose*s hand."] 

Qua, Aye, aye, empty my house at once : and will no- 
body have poor Simon ? 

Sim, No, sir, I'll stay and fight for you another day. 

Qua, Come, then, gentlemen, let's sup and be merry. 
And may this spot be the rendezvous of merry faces for 
many a night to come. 



DISPOSITION OF THE CHARACTERS AT THE 
FALL OF THE CURTAIN. 

Rose. Smart. Bold. Luc. Simon. Qua. Soph. Charles, 
r] [l. 



the end. 
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^ REMARKS. 

<< ^ .' 

w 'This trafedy is <be production of a diviie, a scholar, and, we 
'-^ nmy add, « man of genins ; though, «»a dramatic writer. Dr. Browne 
'^ has little claim to the Utter distinction. The plot of Barblroasa is 
derived from Merope; and the character that gives its name to the 
tragedy is a compound of Bajazet, and the vociferoas monarcli in the 
Mourning Bride. The language, in many Instances, is l)orrowed 
from Paradise Lost, and the Annus MirabUis, That part Which ii 
coBfersedly the Doctor's composition, is a strange mixture of bom- 
bust and insipidity — of sentiment, ill-chosen and ill expressed— of 
empty declamation, instead of real passion. There is, howeverj 
considerable tact displayed in the management of the plot, and in 
the <deyelopment of the incidents ; many of which are calculated to 
fix attention, and to create surprise. Iliere are also sentiments of 
dignity and pathos, though but thinly scattered; and sqme passages 
of poetic beauty, though not of sufficient consequence to redeem the 
preyatling tameness of tlie far greater portion. The Characters are 
neither prominent nor particularly well-drawn. Zaphira'is a tender 
mother; Selim an affectionate .son; and Barbarossa is a tyrant of 
the first water, who tears a passion to tatters— le veiy rags. Tie is 
alternately King Caml^yses and ancient Pistol. He maintains liis 
. r^gal dignity with sufficient inoiprecation and bluster, and levies a 
beavy contribution on the lungs of the performer who shall assume 
tbe sock in his behalf. Garrick had so high an opinion of this tra' 
gedy, that he took extraordinary j>ains to produce it with appropriate 
splendour, writing the prologue and epilogue himself; — the former 
be spoke in the character of a country boy ; the latter was delivered 
by Woodward, dressed as a fine gentleman. Bat Garridk was net 
tbe best judge of literary merii : he produced Barbarossa with ex* 
traordinary honours in 17^5 ; and, in less than two .years aRerwards, 
be rejected Douglas ( 
This tragedy has-been seldom j[>er/ormed of late yean, but Tor the 
. purpose of exhibiting the precodioas talents of some new candidate 
for theatric honours in Selim; in which character all the interest 
of the play is centered. The performance of Master Betty was, for' 
a boy, "prodigious;** but, as we were quite satisfied with Kemble, 
Cooke, and Siddons, the merits of this juvenile prodigy were en- 
llreiy^lost upon us» We would rather, at any time, see that greater 
wonder, Toby, the learned pig, go through his part, as he invariably 
does, with good discretion, than (he most surprising young Roscius 
a^ ever burlesqued Shakspeare, or made a fool of the public, " ag- 
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gravate** Maebetii or Richard. Shakspeare faai an allaiioa to a si- 
milar mania Uiat prevailed in liis day, in the following dialogue in 
Hamlet :-— 

" HamUt. Do they (i, c. the players) hold the Mme estimatioii 
they did when I was in the city t Are they so Cpl lowed f 

" Bos. No, indeed, they are not. 

" Hamlet, How comes Itf Do they grow rnsty f 

" ilos. Nay, their endeavoai keeps \m the wonted paoe. 9at 
there is, sir, an aiery chUdrem, Mtit qfotes, that cry out on the 
top of the question, and are most tyrannically clapped for't/'lko. fte« 

Tl^is sarcasm clearly points at the Children of PouPs and of her 
Maj€9ty*s Chappell, who were beginning to rival the established 
actors of the time. 

Bat, when' Afa^fer Bett^ ceased to be little, he ceased to begremt* 
Barbarossa has, therefore, been shelved for several years past ; * and 
would probably have remained so, bat for the aspiring ambition of 
Mr. Kean, jnn., who has again ^drawn it from obscnrity, to exhibit 
blmself in the character of the yoathfbl Sellra. 

The principal fault of this ypung gentleman's acting is want of 
keeping. He can be energetic when his powers are called forth by 
imy striking passage ; bat, in the absence of this excitement, he fo 
often tame and passionless. He is neither deficient in taste or jadg- 
ment ; he d€»es not offend the eye by angraceflil attitades, or crack 
the ear with harsh, discordant sounds. He has no affectation of 
making new points : indeed, were he to attempt something above 
the l0vel of his declamation, bis performance wonid be greatly itn- 
proved. Mr. Kean*s voice is weak, his figure puerile, as may be ex* 
pected from bis youth— (for he is not yet seventeen until the 18th of 
January, 1828)-!-but his countenance has the power of giving effeet to 
'Strong passion. What improvement time, experience, and study, 
may produce — (and we recomntend the latter to him, as indispen- 
sably necessary to form a great actor)— it is hard to surmise. It is 
not often -that we have to record hereditary talent on the stage. — 
Bannister is the only exception— and a brilliant one he is— to tlila 
almost general rule. 

Mr. Cooper, in Othman, was better than asual. Mrs. W. West 
and Miss I. Paton, as Zaphira and Irene, were about as good as the 
modern run of tragedy ladies: they did not make us laugh, tihich 
is saying a good deal. Mr. Mnde, in Barbarossa, was a perfect il* 
lustration of the Bull and Mouth >- 

" Hence, horrible shadow I 
Umreal iMcAafy /-^Henoe I" 

(jj. D G. 

I 

■ I I W ' I I ■ ■ ^ll ^l,MI > ■ ■ ■ II Will, 

• With tbis intermission— Mr. Watlack played Selim, at Dniry 
Lane, on the 30th of December, 18M, with considerable talent. 



Costume* 



BARBAR0SSA.-^6reeii Tclvet robe, vwrkt wtfa duit, white 
truMors, maatt boots, and t«rbao. 

SSLIM.— Ftnl drcas (u Ac hmxt>— Brown staff tanic, red slip- 
pers, wbite -froasers, and torban. Second dress— Bine Telnet tj, 
wMte satin shirt, red slippers, white trooaers, and tnrban. 

OTHMAN.— Scarlet fly, yeUow satin ahfart, white sllppen, twhan 
4o corresp<MMl, scarlet Casmere scarf. 

SADI.— Brown tj, bine vest, red trMsen, slippers and thrtian to 
eoirespoad. 

ALADIN.— Black and scarlet fly, white vest, troasers, and tnrban, 

FIRST OFFIC£R.~Black fly, bine shalloon vest, white tron- 
ners, slippers, and tarban. 

SLAYS.— Brown fly, bine nest and tnnsers, tnrban. 

FOUR QFFICBRS.— Blue fly, yellow vests, and white lron> 
•ers; slippers and tarbans to correspond. 

TWO BXBGUTIONBRS.— Brown fly, yeUow vesU, and troa- 



ZAPHIRA.— Roae-coloared satin Tuiush dress. 
IRENE.— White aatin ditto. 



STAQE DIRECTIONS. 




EXITS and ENTRANCES. 

R. means B^kt ; L. Left ; D. F. Door in Fka ; R. D. Rigki 
Door: L. D. Leit Doon S. B. iSocond "Emramoei U. E. Upper 
Smirameei M. D. MkUU Door. ^^ 

RELmvB posrriONS.- 

R. means Eitki : L. L^^ C. OetUrt^ R. a EigH ^OnitrOi 

R. RC. G. LC. U 
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BARBAROSSA. 



ACT I. 

SCENE h-^An Apartment in the Pakice, 

Enter Otrman and a Stave, x. * 

Oth, (€\) A stranger, sayest thou, that inquires of 
Othman 7 

Sla. (l. €.) He does : and waits admittance. 

O^A. Did he tell 
His name and quality ? 

Sla. That he declined : 
But caird himself thy friend. 

Oth. Where didst thou see him? 

Sla. Even now, while twilight clos'd the day, 1 
spied him 
Musing amid the rains of yon tower 
That OYerbangs the flood. 

Oth. (R.) What can this mean ? 
Conduct the stranger to me. IBxit Slavey h. 

Perhaps some worthy citizen, retum'd 
From voluntary, exile to Algiers, 
Once known in happier days. * ICrossea to l. 

Enter Sadi, t. 
Ah, Sadi here ! 
My honoured friend ! 

Sadi. (l.) Stand off— pollute me not : 
These honest arms, tho' worn with wa^t, disdain 
lliy gorgeous trappings, eam'd by foul dishonour. 

Oth. Forbear thy rash reproaches : for beneath 
This habit, which to thy mistaken eye 
Confirms my guilt, I wear a heart as true 
As Sadi's to my king. 

Sadi. Why then beneath 
This cursed roof, this black usurper's ^palace, 
Dar*st fhou to draw infected air, and live. 
The slave of insolence ? 
O shame to dwell. 
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With murder, lu8t, and rapine I Did he not 
Come from the depths of Barca*8 solitude, 
With fair pretence of faith and firm alliance ? 
Did not our gratefal king, with open arms, 
Receive him as his guest? O fatal hour! 
Did he not, then, with hot, adulterous eye. 
Gaze on the queen Zaphira ? Yes, 'twas lust-— 
Lust gave the infernal whisper to his soul, 
And bade him murder if he would enjoy! 
Yet thou, pernicious traitor, unabash'd, 
Canst wear the murd'rer's badge. 

Oth. Mistaken man ! ^ 
Yet, still I love thee : 
Still unprovoked by thy intemperate zeaL 
Could passion prompt me to lieentious ^eech, 
Bethink thee — might I not reproach thy flight 

With the foul names of fear and perfidy ? 
Didst thou not fly, when Barbarossa's sword 
Reek'd with the blood of thy brave countrymen f 

Wimt then did I ?— Beneath this hated roof, 

In pity to my widowed queen 

Sadi. In pity ? 

Oth» Yes, Sadi ! heaven is witness, pity sway'd me. 

With honest guile I did inrol my name 

In the black list of Barbarossa's friends : 

In hope that some propitious hour might rise. 

When heaven would dash the murd'rer from his throne; 

And give young Selim to his orphan'd people. 
Sadi* Indeed ! canst thou be true 1 

. Oth. By Heaven, I am. 

^ Sadi, Why then dissemble tiius ! 
Oth. (c.) Have I not told^thee? 

I held it vain to stem the tyrant's power, 

By the weak efforts of an ill-tim*d rage. 

Sadi, (l. c.) I find thee honest : and with pride . 

Will join thy counsels. ITakes hia hamdm 

Can aught, my friend, be done, — 

Can aught be dar'd ? 

Oth. We groan beneath the scourge. 

This very morn, on false pretence of vengeance 

For the foul murder of our honour'd king, 

Five guiltless wretches perish'd on the rack. 
Sadi, O my devoted country ! 

But say. Hie widow'd queen — my heart bleeds for her. . 
Oth* If pain be life, she lives : but in such woe, 
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As want and slaTery might view with pitf? 
And bless their happier lot. 
Hemm'd ronnd by terrors. 
Within this cmel palace, once the seat 
Of ev'ry joy, through seven long tedious, years. 
She mourns her murder'd lord, her exil'd son, 
Her people fallen : the murd'rer of her lord, 
Returning now from conquest o'er the Moors, 
Tempts her to marriage ; but with noble firmness. 
Surpassing female, she rejects his vows, 
Scorning tiie horrid union. Meantime, he, 
With ceaseless hate, pursues her exird son ; 
Ere this, perhaps, he bleeds. A murdVing ruffian 
Is sent to watch his steps, and plunge the dagger , 
Into his guiltless breast. 

Sadu Is this thy faith ! 
Tamely to witness to suph deeds of horror ! . 
Give me thy poniard ; lead me to the tyrant 
What though surrounding guards [Crosses to r* 

Vih. Repress thy ra^. 
Thou wilt alarm the palace, wilt involve 
Thyself, thy friend, in ruin. Haste thee hence ; 
Haste to the remnant of our loyal friends. 
And let maturer councils rule thy zeal. 

SadL (r. 0.) Yet let us ne'er forget our prince's 
wrongs. 
Remember, Othman ('and let vengeance rise). 
How, in the imngs oi death, and in his gore . . 
Weltering, we found our prince I 
His roy^ blood, 

The life-blood of his people, o'er the batii 
Ran purple ! Oh, remember ! and revenge 1 

Oth, (l. c.) Doubt not my zeal. But haste and seek 
our fHends. ^ 

Near to the western port Almanzor dwells. 
Yet unseduced by Barbarossa's power. 
He will disclose to thee, if aught be heard 
Of Selim's safety, or (what more I dread) 
Of Selim's death. Thence best may our resolves 
Be drawn hereafter. 

Stidi, I obey thee. 
Near to the western port, thou say'st ? 

0th. E'en there. 
Close by the blasted palm-tree, where the mosque 
O'erlooks the city. Haste thee hence, my Jriend ^ 
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I would notihaye thee found within those wall». 

And, hark ! these warlike sounds proclaim th' approach 
Of the proud Barbaroasa, with his train. 
Begone ! 

Sadi, (l. c.) May dire disease and pestilence 
Hang o'er his stisps ! IShake Jumdsi] Farewell. Re* 

member, Othman, 
Thy queen's, thy prince's, and thy country's wrong ! 

\_ExU Sadif i.. 

Oth. When I forget them, be contempt my lot ! 
Yet, for the love I bear them, I must wrap ■ 
My deep resentments in the- specioas guise 
Of smiles and fair deportment ^ 

Enter Ba&barossa, Guards, ^e, r. b. r. 

Bar, (r. c.) Valiant Othman, 
Are these Tile slaves impaled ? 

Oth. (l.) My lord, they are. 
N Bar, Bid not the rack extort •confession from them t 

Oth, They died obdurate ; while the melting crowd 
Wept ai their groans and anguish. 

Bar, Curse on their womanish hearts ! 
Bnt why sits that sadness on thy brow, 
While joy for my return, 
My sword victorious, and the Moors o'erthrown, 
Respunds through all my palace ? 

Oth, Mighty warrior, 
The soul, intent on offices of love, 
Will oft neglect or scorn the weaker proof 
Which smiles er speech can give. 

Bar, Well, be it so. 
To guard Algiers from anarchy's misrule, 
I sway the regal sceptre. 
But *tis strange, 

That, when with open arms I would receive 
Young Selim— would restore the -crown which death 
Reft from his father's head, he scorns my bounty. 
And proudly kindles war in foreign climes 
Against my power^ who saved his bleeding country. 

Enter Aladin, l. 

Ala, (l.) Brave prince, I bring thee tidings 
Of high concernment to Algiers and thee : 
Young fiklim is no mote. 
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Oth, (r. c.) Setim no moife 1 . [Much agitated,. 

Bar. (c.) Why that astonishment 7 
He was our bitterestfoe* v 

Oth, So perish all thy causeless enemies ^ 

Bar, How died the prince^ and where ? 

Ala. The rumour tells, 
Tl|at, flying to Oran, he there begged succours 
From Ferdinand ef Spain, t' inracte Algiers. 

Bar. From Christian dogs ! 

Oth» How ! — ^League with infidelfr! 

Ala, And there held council with the haughty Spa* 
niard, 
To conquer and dethrone thee ; but in yaip : 
For, in a dark encounter with two slaves, 
Wherein the one fell by his youthful arm^ 
Selim at length was slais. 

Bar. Ungrateful boy ! 
Oft have I courted him to meet my kindness, 
But still in Tain : he shunnM me like a pestilencei* 
Nor could I e^er behold him since the down 
Cover'd his manly cheek. How many years . 
Numbered he ? 

Oth» I think scarce thirteen when his father died,. 
And now some twenty. . 

Bar. Othman, now for proof 
Of undissembled service.' Well I know 
Thy long-experienced faith hath plac'd thee high. 
In the queen's confidence. 
Othman, she must be won r 
Plead thou my cause of love ; 
Make her but mine. 

And such reward shall, crown thy zeaT>. 
As shall outsoar thy wishes. 

Oth. (R.) Mighty kmg, 
Where auty bids, I go. 

Bar, (r. c.) Then haste thee, Otiiman,. 
Ere yet the rumour of her son's decease 
Hath reached her ear ; 

Tell her, I come, borne on the wings of love. 
Haste-^-fly — I follow thee. lExit Othman^ iu 

Now,.Aladin, 

Now fortune bears us to the wish'd-for port ! 
This was the rock I dreaded : dost not think 
Th' attempt was greatly daring ? 

Ala, Bold as needful. 
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What booted it to cut the old serpent offj 
While the young adder nested in his place ? 

Bar. (c.) True. Algiers is mine 
Without a riva]. 
Yet I wonder ftindi 

Omar returns not^-Omar, whom I sent 
On this high trust. I fear 'tis he hath fairn. 
Didst thou not say two slaves encountered Selim? 

Ala. Ay, two ; *tis rumoured so. 

Bar, And that one fell ? 

Ala» By Selim*s band ; while his companion 
Planted his happier steel in Selim^s heart. 

Bar, Omar, I fear, is faU'n. Froin iny right hand 
I gave my signet to the trusty slaye } 
And bade himaend it, as the certain pledge 
Of Selim^s death, if sickness, or captivity, 
Or wayward fate, should thwart his quick return, 

Ala, The rumour yet is young ; perhaps, foreruns 
The tmsty slave's approach. 

Bar. Well wi^ th* event. 
Meantime give oat, that now the widow'd queen 
Hath dried her tears, prepared to crown my love 
By marriage rites: spread wide the flatfring tale; 
For, if persuasion win not her consent, 
Power shall compel. 

This night my will devotes to feast and joy ^ 
For conquest o'er the Moor^ Hence, Aladm, 
And see the night-watch close tiie palace round. 

lE:tiunt AMin and Shtoea^ l. 
Now to the queen. My heart expands with bo|ie. 
Let high ambition flourish ; in Selim'ji Mood 
Its root is struck : from this thB rising stem 
Proudly shall branch o*er Airic's continent, 
And stretch from shore to short. 

Enter Irenb> r. 

My wayward daughter, still wiit thy folly thwart 
Each purpose of my soul t When pleasures spring 
Beneath our feet, thou spum'st the proflfer'd boon. 
To dwell with sorrow. Why these saUcn tears ? 

Ire. (r. c.) Let not these tears offend my father's eye ; 
They are the tears of pity. Frood ti» queen 
I come, thy suppKaait 

Bar. What wouldst thou urge f 

Ire. Thy dread return from war. 
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And proffer'd love, ha^e opened ev'ry wonnd 
The soft and lenient hand of time had clos'd. 
If ever gentle pity touchM thy heart. 
Urge not thy command 
To see her. Her distracted soul is bent 
To mourn in soUtade ; she asks no more. 

Bar, She mocks my love. How many tedious years 
Have I endur'd her coyness ! Had not war, 
^nd great ambition, call'd roe from Algiers, 
£re this my power had reach'd what she denies. 
But there's a cause which touches on my peace. 
And bids me brook no more her false delays. 

Ire, Oy frown not thus, [Takes hit hand. 

But look more kindly on me ! 
Let thy consenting pity mix with mine, 
And heal the woes of weeping majesty. 
Unhappy queen ! ^ [Weeps,- 

Bar, What means that gushing tear ? 

Ire, O, neyer shall Irene taste of peace, 
While poor Zaphira mourns I 

Bar. Is this my child ? 
Perverse and stubborn ! as thou lov'st thy ^peace, 
Dry up thy tears. What ! damp the general triumph 
That echoes through Algiers ; which now shall pierce 
The vatilted heav'n, as soon as fame shall spread 
Young Selim's death, my empire's bitf rest foe i 

Ire. O, generous Selim! [Weeps, 

Bar, Ah ! there's more in this. 
Tell me, Irene, on thy duty tell me, 
Why, at this detested name of Selim, 
Afresh thy sorrow streams ? 

Ire, Yes, I will tell thee. 
For he is gone, and dreads thy hate bo more. 
My father knows, that scarce five moons are past 
Since the Moors seiz'd and sold me at Oran, 
A hopeless captive in a foreign clime. 

Bar. Too well I know, and roe the ftM day. 
But what of this? 

Ire, Oft have I told thee, 
How, 'midst the throng, a youth appear'd ; his eye 
Bright as the morning star — 

Bar, And was it Selim ? 
Bid he redeem thee t 
' Ire, With unsparing hand, 

B 
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He paid th' allotted ranBom ; at Ida feet I wept, 

Bissolv'd in tears •of gratitude and joy. 

Bat when I told my quality and birth, 

He started at the name of Barbarossa ; 

Yet, with recovery mild, 

^< Cro to Algiers," he cried ; ^* protect my mother. 

And be to her what Selim is to thee." 

£*en such, my father, was the gen'rous youth, 

[Takes his hand. 
Who, by the hands of bloody, bloody men, 
Lies numbered with the dead ! ^Weeps, 

Bar. (l. c*) Amazement chills me ! 
Was this thy unknown friend concealed from me? 
False, faithless child ! 

Ire. (c.) Could gratitude do less I 
He said thy wrath pursued him ; thence conjured me 
Not to reveal his name. 

Bar. Thou treacherous maid, 
To stoop to freedom from thy father's foe ! 

Ire. Alas ! my father, 
fie never was thy foe. 

Bar. What! plead for Selim ! 
O, coward ! trait'ress to thy father's glory ! 
Thou shouldst have lived a slave— been sold to shame— - 
Been banish'd to the depths of howling deserts, — 
Been aught but what thou art, rather Sian blot 
A father's honour by a deed so vile I 
Hence from my sight ! — ^Hence, thou unthankful chUd f 
Beware thee ; shun the queen ; nor taint her ear 
With Selim's fate. Yes, she shall crown my love, 
Or, by our prophet, she shall dread my power ! 

lExit Barbarossoy u. 

Ire. (l. c.) Unhappy queen 1 
To what new scenes of horror art thou doom'd \ 
She but entreats to die 

In her dear father*a tent : thither, good qne^n. 
My care shall speed thee, while suspicion sleeps. 
Wliat though my frowning father pour his rage 
On my defenceless head ; yet innocence 
Shall yield her firm support, and conscious virtue 
Gild all my days. Could I but save Zaphira, 
Let the storm beat ; 1*11 weep and pray till she 
And heav'n forget my father e'er was cruel. lExU, k» 

SND OF ACT u 
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ACT n. 

SCENE h'-Another ApcartfAent^ with eqfa. 

Enter Zaphira, r. 

Zap, (c.) When shall I be at peace ? O, righteons 
' heaven, ^ ^ 

Strengthen my fainting son!, which fain wonld rise 
To confidence in thee ! But woes on woes 
O'erwhelm me. First my faasband, now my son — 
Both dead — both slaughtered by the bloody hand 
Of Barbarossa ! What infernal power 
Unchaln'd thee from thy native depth of hell, 
To stalk the earth with thy destructive train. 
Murder and lust { — ^To wake domestic peace. 
And every heart-felt joy ! 

Enter Otrman, l. 

O, faithful Othnl^n f 

Our fears were true : my Selim is no more ! 

Oth. Has, then, the fatal secret reached thine ear ? 
Inhuman tyrant ! 

Zap, Strike him, heav'n, with thunder. 
Nor let Zaphira doubt thy providence ! 

Oth, Twas what we fear'd. Opposn not heav'nls 
high will. 
Nor struggle with the ten-fold chain of fate, 
That links thee to thy woes. O, rather yield, 
And wait the happier hour, when innocence 
Shall weep no more. Rest in that pleasing hope. 
And yield thyself to heaven, my honour'd queen. 
The king 

Zap. Whom styPst thou king ? 

Oth. 'Tis Barbarossa. 

Zap. Does he assume the name of king ? 

Oth, He does. 

Zap. O, title vilely purchas'd !— by the blood 
Of innocence — ^by treachery and murder ! 
May heaven, incens'd, pour down its vengeance on him. 
Blast all his joys, and turn them into horror. 
Till phrensy rise, and bid him curse the hour 
That gave his crimes their birth ! — My faithful Othoian, 
My sole surviving prop, canst thou devise 
No secret means, by which T may escape 
Tlii9 hated palace ? 

B 2 
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Oth, That hope is yain. The tyrant knows thy hate ; 
Hence, day and night, his guards environ thee. 
Rouse not, then, his anger : 
Let sojft persuasion and mild eloquence 
Redeem that liberty, which stern rebuke 
Would rob thee of for ever. 

Zap, An injured queen 
To kneel for libei'ly ! — And, oh ! to whom ! 
E'en to the murd'rer of her lord and son ! 
O, perish first, Zaphira ! — Yes, I'll die ! 
For what is life to me ? — My dear, dear lord — 
My hapless child — yes, I will follow you ! 

Otk, Wilt thou not see him, then 1 

Zap, t will not, Othman ; 
Or, if I do^ with bitter imprecation. 
More keen than poison shot from serpents* tongues, 
I'll pour my curses on him. 

Oth. Will Zaphira 
Thus meanly sink in woman's fruitless rage, 
When she should wake revenge ? 

Zap, Revenge ! — O, tell me — 
Tell me but how ? — ^Wnat can a helpless woman ? 

Oth, (c.) Gain but the tyrant's leave, and seek thy 
father ; 
Pour thy complaints before him ; let thy wrongs 
Kindle his indignation to pursue 
This vile usurper,, till unceasing war 
Blast his ill-gotten pow'r. 

Zap, (l. c.) Ahl say^st thou, Othman ? 
Thy words have shot like- lightning through my frame, 
And all my soul's on fire I — ^Thou faithful friend ! 
Yes, with more gentle speech I'll soothe his pride ; 
Regain my freedom ; reach my father's tents ; 
There paint my countless woes. His kindling rage 
Shall wake the valleys into honest veng^eance ; 
The sudden storm shall pour on Barbarossa, 
And ev'ry glowing warrior steep his shaft 
In deadlier poison, to revenge my wrongs ! [Crosses to a. 

Oth, (c.) There spoke the queen. — But, as t}iou lov'st 
thy freedom. 
Touch not on Selim's death. Thy soul will kindle, 
And passion mount in flames that will consume thee. 

Zap, (r.) My murder'd son!— -Yes^ to revenge thy 
death, 
I'll speak a language which my heart disdains. 
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Oth, Peace, peace! — ^the tyrant oome«.-— Now^ in« 
jur'd qaeen. 
Plead for thy freedom, hope for just revenge, 
And check each rising passion. [^Exit Othmun^ R« 

Enter Barbarossa, l. 

Bar, (l.) Hail, sovereign fair ! in whom 
Beauty and majesty conspire to chartn : 
Behold the conqu'ror. 

Zap. (r. c.) O, Barbarossa, 
No more the pride of eonquest e*er can charm 
My widow'd heart. With my departed lord 
My love lies buried ! 

Then turn thee to some happier fair, whose heart 
May crown thy growing love with love sincere ; 
For I have none to give. 

Bar, Love ne'er should die : 
Tis the soul's cordial— 'tis the fount of life 4 
Therefore should spring eternal in the breast. 
One object lost, another should succeed, 
And all our life be love. 

Zap, Urge me no more. — ^Thou mightst with equal 
hope • " 

Woo the cold marble, weeping o'er a tomb, 
To meet thy wishes.— -But, if generous love 

[Approaches him. 
Dwell in thy breast, vouchsafe roe proof sincere : 
Give me safe convoy to the native vales 
Of dear Mutij^, where my father reigns. 

Bar, O, bUnd to profferM bliss !— What ! fondly quit 
This pomp. 

Of empire for an Arab's wandering tent ! 
Where the mock chieftain leadd his vagrant tribes 
From plain to plain, and faintly shadows out 
The majesty of kings ! — Far other joys 
Here shall attend thy call : 
Submissive realms 

Shall bow the neck ; and swarthy kings and queens^ 
From the far-distant Niger and the Nile, 
l>rawn captive at my conqu'ring chariot^wheela, 
Shall kneel before thee. 

Zap, Pomp and powV are toys, 
Which e'en the mind at ease may well disdain : 
But, oh ! what mockery is the tinsel pride 
Of splendour, when the mind , 

b2 
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Lies desolate witjiin '.—Such, aach is mine 1 
O'erwhelm'd with illg, and dead to ev'ry joy r 
Envy me not this last request, to die 
In my dear father*s tents. 
Bar. Thy suit is vain. 

Zap. Thus, kneeling at thy feet— IKneels. 

Bar, Thou thankless fair! [Rtfiae* Zaphira. 

Thus to repay the labours of my love ! 
Had I not seiz'd the throne whcA Selim died, 
Ere this thy foes had laid Algiers in ruin. 
I checked the vvarring pow'rs, and gave you peace. 
Make thee but mine, 

I V7ill descend the throne, and call thy son 
From banishment to empire. « 

Zap^ O, my heart I 
' Can I bear this ? 
Inhuman tyrant ! — Curses on thy head I 
May dire remorse and anguish haunt thy throne, 
And gender in thy bosom f^U despair, — - 
Despair as deep as mine ! [Crosaea to l. 

Bar, (ft. c.) What means Zaphira ? 
What means tiiis burst of grief ? 
Zap, (l.) Thou fell destroyer I 
Had not gililt steel'd thy heart, awak'ning conscience 
Would flash conviction on thee, and each look, 
Shot from. these eyes, be arra'd with serpent horrors. 
To turn thee into stones ! — Relentless man ! 
Who did the bloody deed ?— O, tremble, guilt, 
Where'er thou art ! — ^Look on me ; tell me, tyrant, 
Who slew my blameless son? 
Bar. What envious tongue 
Hath darM to taint my name with slander ? 
Thy Selim lives ; nay, more, he soon shall reign, 
If thou consent to bless me. 

Zap. Never, O, never ! — Sooner would I roam 
An unknown exile through the torrid climes . 
Of Afric — sooner dwell with wolves and tigers, 
Than mount with thee my murder'd Selim's throne ! 

Bar, Rash queen, forbear ; think on thy captive state ; 
Remember, that within these palace walls 
I am omnipotent. Yield thee, then ; 
Avert the gath'ring horrors that surround thee, 
And dread my pow'r incensM. 

Zap, Bares thy licentious tongue pollute mine ear 
With that foul menace? Tyrant ! dread*st thou not 
Th' all-seeing eye of Hear'n, its lifted thunder. 
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And all the redd'ning vengeance which it stores 
For crimes like thine? — ^Yet know, Zaphira scorns 
thee. [Crosses to r. 

Tliotigh robbM by thee of ev'ry dear support, 
No tyrant's threat can awe the free-born soal. 
That greatly dares to die. [Exit Zaphira, r. 

Bar, (c) Where should she learn the tale of Selim's 
death ? 
Could Othman dare to tell it t— If he did. 
My rage shall sweep him, swifter than the whirlwind^ 
To instant death ! 

Enier Aladin, l. 
OAladin! 

Timely thou com*st, to ease my laVrlng thought, 
That swells with indignation and despair. 
This stubborn woman — 

Ala, (l.) What, unconquerM still ? 

Bar, (c.) The news of Selim's fi&te hath reaoh'd her ear. 
tl^hence could this come 1 

Ala, I can resolve the doubt 
A female slave, attendant on Zaphira, 
O'erheard the messenger who brought the ^le. 
And gave it to her ear. 

Bar, Perdition seize her ! 
Nor threats can move, nor promise now allure 
Her haughty soul : nay, she defies my pow'r ; 
And talks of death, as if her female form 
Inshrin'd some hero's spirit. 

Ala, Let her rage foam. 
I bring thee tidings that will ease thy pain. 

Bar, Say'st thou ? — Speak on — O give me quick relief 1 

Ala, The gallant youth is come who slew her son. 

Bar, Who, Omar? 

Ala, No ; unhappy Omar fell 
By Selim's hand. But Achmet, whom he joinM 
His brave associate, so the youUibids tell thee, 
Revenged his death by Selim's. 

Bar, Gallant youth ! 
Bears he the signet ? 

Ala. Ay. 

Bar, That speaks him true.-:-Conduct him, Aladin. 

[Exit Aladin, l. 
This is beyond my hope. The secret pledge 
Restor'd, prevents suspioion of the deed. 
While it confirms it done. 
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Enter Selim iuguised a» Achnct, onii Aladin, l. 

SeU Hail, mighty Bftrbarossa ! As the pledge [KneeU* 
Of Selim's death, behold thy ring restored. — 
That pledge will speak the rest. 

Bar. Rise, valiant youth ; 
But first, no more a slave — I give thee freedom. 
Thoq art the youth, whom Omar (now no more) 
Join*d his companion in this brave attempt ? 

SeU I am. 

Bar, Then tell me how you sped.— Where found ye 
That insolent ? 

SeU We found him at Oran, 
Plotting deep mischief to thy throne and people.^ 

Bar, Well ye repaid the traitor — ^^ 

SeU As we ought 
While night drew on, we leaped upon our prey. 
Full at his heart brave Omar aimed the poniard^ * 
Which Selim shunning, wrenched it from his hand. 
Then plung'd it in his breast I hasted on, 
Too late to save, yet I revenged my friend : 
My thirsty dagger, with repeated blows, 
Searched every artery : they fell together^ 
Gasping in folds of mortal enmity : 
And thus in frowns cxpir'd. 

Bar, Well hast thou sped,: 
Thy dagger did its office, faithful Achmet ! 
And high reward shall wait thee. — One thing more — 
Be the thought fortunate ! — Go, seek the queen. 
For know, the rumour of her Selim's deati^ 
Hath reach'd her ear : hence dark suspicions rise. 
Glancing at me. Go, tell her, that thou saw'st 
Her son expire ; — that with his dying breath 
He did conjure her to receive my vows, 
And give her country peace. 

Enter Othman and Aladin, r. 

Most welcome, Othman ; 
Behold this gallant stranger. He hath done 
The state good service. Let some high reward 
Await him, such as may o*erpay his zeal. 
Conduct him to the queen ; for he hath news. 
Worthy her ear, from her dieparted son. 
Such as may win her love.-4>>me, AUdin ; 
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The banquet waits oar. presence ; — ^festa^ joy 
latighs in the mantling goblet ; and the night, 
lUomin'd by the taper's dazzling beam, 
Rivals departed day. [Exeunt Barbaressa and Atadin, r. 

SeL (l.) What anxious thought 
Rolls in thine eye, and heaves tiby laboring breast 1 
Why join'st thou not the loud excess of joy 
That riots through the palace 1 

Oth. Bar'st thou tell me 
On what dark errand thou art here t 

Sel. I dare. 
Dost thou not perceive the savage lines of blood 
Deform my visage ? Read'st not in mine eye 
Remorseless fury ? — I aniuSelim's murd'rer. 

Oth, Selim^s murd'rer f . 

SeL Start not from me. 
My dagger thirsts not but for regal blood — 
Why this amazement? 

Oth, Amazement! — No^r-'tis well : 'tis as it should be ; 
He was indeed a foe to Barbarossa. 

SeU And therefore to Algiers i-^Wta it not so ? 
Why dost thou pause : vi^haf passion shakes thy frame ? 

Oth, Fate, do thy worst ! I can no more dissemble ; 
Can I unmov'd behold the murd'ring ruffian, 
Smear'd with my prince's blood ! — Go, tell the tyrant, 
Othman defies his power ; that, tir'd with life. 
He dares his bloody hand, and pleads to die. 

Sel. What, didst thou love this Selim ? 

Oth. All men lov'd him. 
He was of such unmix'd and blameless quality. 
That envy at his praise stood mute, nor dar'd 
To sully his fair name. Remorseless tyrant ! — 

Sel, I do commend thy faith. And since thou lov'st him, 
I'll whisper to thee, that with honest guile 
I have deceived thi^ tyrant Barbarossa. 
Selim is yet alive. 

Oth. Alive ! 

Sel, Nay, more— 
Selim is in Algiers. 

Oth, Impossible \ 

iS«I.Nay,if thoudoubt'st, I'll bring him hither straight. 

Oth, Not for an empire 1 
Thou might'st as well bring the devoted lamb 
Into the tiger's den. ' 

Sel. But I'll bring hiiu 
Hid in such deep disguise, as shall deride 
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Saspicioii, though she wear lynx's eyee. 
Not even thyself coaldst know him. 

Oth, Yes, sure : too sure to Eazard such an awful trial« 
SeL (c.) Yet seven revolving years, worn out 
In tedious exile, may have wrought such change 
Of voice and feature, in the state of youth, 
As might elude thine eye. 
Oth, No time can blot 
Tbe memory of his sweet majestic mien. 
The lustre of his eye ! Besides, he wears 
A mark indelible, a beauteous scar. 
Made on his forehead by a furious paid, 
Which, rushing on his mother, Sdlim slew. 
Sel, A scar ? 

Oth, Ay, on his forehead. 

Sel. What ! like this? mfts his turhan^ 

Oth, Whom do I see ? — Am I awake. — My prince ! 
My honour'd, honoured king ! IKneeU* 

Sel. Rise, faithful Othman : 
Thus let me thank thy truth 1 [Embraces Mm. 

Oth, O happy hour! 

Sel, Why dost thou tremble thus'? why grasp my hand ? 
And why that ardent gaze 1 Thou canst not doubt me ? 

Oth, Ah, no I I see thy sire in every line. 

How did my prince escape the murderer's hand 1 

Sel, I wrench*d tbe dagger from him ; and gave back 
That death he meant to bring. The ruffian wore 
The tyrant's signet :—'< Take this ring," he cried, 
'< The sole return my dying hand can make thee 
For its accurst attempt ; this pledge restored. 
Will prove thee slain : safe mayst thou see Algiers, 
Unknown to all." — ^This said, th* assassin died. 
Oth, But how to gain admittance. Urns unknown t 
Sel, Disguised as Selim*s murderer I come : 
Th* accomplice of the deed : the ring restored, 
Gain'd credence to my words. 
Olh, Yet, ere thou earnest, thy death was rumour 'd here. 
Sel. I spread the flattering tale, and sent it hither ; 
That babbling humour, \A.e a lying dream. 
Might make belief more easy. Tell me, Othman, 
And yet I tremble to approach the theme, — ^ 
How fares my mother 1 Does she still retain 
Her native greatness 1 

Oth, Still :^in vain the tyrant 
Tempts her to marriage, though with impious threats 
Of death or violation. 



flOBNB lO BAkBARQBBA. SB 

SeL Mny kind heav'n 
Strengthen her virtaey and by me reward it! 
When shall I see her, Othman f 

Oths Yet, my* prince, 
I tremble for thy presence. 

Sel, Let not fear 
Sully thy virtue : ^tis the lot of guilt 
To tvemble. What hath innocence to do with fear ? 

Oth, Still my heart 
Forbodes some dire event : O", quit these walls. 

SeL Not till a deed be done, which ev'ry tyrant 
Shall tremble when he hears. 
Oth, What means my prince 1 
Sel, To take just vengeance for a father's blood, 
A mother's su£ferings, and a people's groans. 

Oth, Alas, my prince ! thy single arm is weak 
To combat multitudes. 

Sel, {r.) Therefore I come. ' 
Clad in this murd'rer^s guise — Ere morning shines, 
This, Othman ! — this — shall drink the tyrant's blood. 

[Shows a dikgger, 
Oth, Heav'a shield thy life— let caution rule 
Thy zeal. 

Sel, Nay, think not that I come 
Blindly impelled by fury or despair ; 
For I have seen our friends, and parted now ^ 
From Sadi and Almanzor. 

Oih, Say ^whathopef 

My soul is all attention^— 

f Sel, (r.c.) Mark me, then: 

A chosen band of citizens this night 

Will storm the palace : while the glutted troops 

Lie drench'd in surfeit, the confederate city. 

Bold through despair, have sworn to bre^k their chaiu 

By one wide slaughter. I, meantime, have gained 

The palace, and will wait th' appointed hour, 

To guard Zaphira from the tyrant's rage' 

Amid the deathful uproar. 

Oth, (l. c.) Heav*n protect thee 

rns dreadful whafs tiie hour 1 

Sel, I left our friends 
In secret council. Ere the dead of night, 
Brave Sadi will report their last resolves. — 
Kow lead me to the queen. 
€Hh, Brave pvince, beware ! 
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Her joy's or fear's excess would sure betray thee. 
Thou shalt not see her till the tyrant perish ! 

Ach, I must; I feel some secret impulse urge me, 
Who knows that 'tis not the last parting interview 
We ever shall obtain 1 

Oth. Then, on thy life, 

Do not reveal thyself. ^Assume the name 

Of Selim's friend, sent to confirm her virtue^ 
And warn her that he lives. 

Ach, It shall be so. I yield me to thy will. 

Oth. Thou greatly daring youth ! May angels watch 
And guard thy upright purpose ! That Algiers 
May reap the blessings of a virtuous reign, 
And all thy godlike father shine in thee I 

Seh Oh, thou hast roused a thimght, on which revenge 
Mounts with redoubled fire ! — ^Yes, here, even here, — 
Beneath this very roof, my honoured father 
Shed round his blessings, till accursed treach'ry 
Stole on his peaceful hour ! O, blessed shade ! [Knee^. 
If yet thou hover*st4)'er thy once lov'd cline, 
Now aid me to redress thy bleading wrongs ! 
Infuse thy mighty spirit into tuy breast. 
Thy firm and dauntless fortitude, unaw'd 
By peril, pain, or death ! that, undismay'd, 
I may pursue the just intent,' and dare 
Or bravely to revenge, or bravely die. [Esreanf, r. 

END OF ACT II. 
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SCENE h-^The Palace. 
Enter Irene, l. 

Ire, (c.) Can air-drawn visions mock the waking eye 1 
Sure 'twas his image ! — 
This way, sure, he mov'd. 

But, oh, how changed — ^he wears no gentle smUes, 
But terror in his frown. He comes — 'tis he ;^- 
For Othman points him thither, and departs. 
Bisguis'd, he seeks the queen ; secure, perhaps^ 
And heedless of the ruin that surrounds him. 
O, generous Selim ! can I see thee thus, 
And not forewarn such virtue of its fate ! 
Forbid it, gratitude ! [tUtiree io the back ef the stage, R. 
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Enter Selim^ l. 

Sel, (u o.) Be still, ye sighs ! 
Ye straggling tears of filial love, be still. 
^owii, down, fond heart ! 

Ire, Why, stranger, dost thou wander here t 

Set, Oh, ruin ! [Shunning her. 

Ire. BlessM is Irene! Blessed if Selim lives! 

SeL Am I betrayed ! v 

Jrf. Betrayed to whom? To her 
Whose grateful heart would rush on death to save thee ! 

Sel, It was my hope 
That time had veiled all semblance of my youth. 
Ami, then, known f 

Ire. To none, but love and me — 
To me, tvho late beheld thee at Oran ; 
Who saw thee here, beset with unseen peril. 
And flew to save the guardian of my honour. 

Sel, Thou sum of every worth ! thoii heav'n of sweet- 
ness ! 
How could I pour forth all my soul before thee, 
- In vows of endless trtitii ! It must not be ! ' 
This is my destined goal, — the mansion drear. 
Where grief and anguish dwell ! where bitter tears, 
And sighs and lamentations choke the voice, 
And quench the flame of love ! 

Ire, Yet, virtuous prince. 
Though love be silent, gratitude may speak. 
Hear, then, her voice, which warns thee from these walls. 
Mine be the grateful task, to tell the queen 
Her Selim lives. Ruin and death inclose thee. 
O, speed thee hence, while yet destruction sleeps. 

Sel, Would it were possible ! 

Ire, What can prevent it ? 

Sel, Justice ! fate and justice ! 
A murdered father's wrongs ? [Crosses io r. 

Ire, Justice, saidst thou ? 
That word had struck me like a peal of thunder I 
Thine eye, which wont to melt with gentle love. 
Now glares with terror! Thy approach by night — 
Thy dark disguise — thy looks and fierce demeanour,*- 
Yes, all conspire to tell me I am lost ! 
Ah, prince, take heed ! I have a father too ! 
Thhik, Selim, Tvhat Irene must endure. 
Should she be guilty of a father's blood f 

c 
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SeU (l. c.) Cmae on, then i lead me to him. Glut 
thine eye 
With Selim's blood- 
Ire. Was e'er distie^s like-mine ! 
O, Selim, can I see my father perish ! 
Heaven will ordain some gentler, happier means^ 
To heal thy woes : thy dark attempt is big 
With horror and destruction ! Generous prince- 
Resign thy dreadful purpose, and depart! 
SeL May not I see Zapidra, ere I go? 
Thy gentle pity will not, sure, deny us 
The mournful pleasure of a parting tear? 

Ire. Go, then, and give her peace. But fly these walls 
As soon as morning shines ;— else, though despair 
Drives me to madness ;> — ^yet — to save a father? — . 
O, Selim! spare my tongue the horrid sentence ! — 
Fly ! ere destruction sei^e thee I lExit Irene, R. 

Sel, (l). Death and ruin ! 
Must I, then, fly ? What ! coward-like, betray . . 
My father, mother, friends ! Vain terrors, hence ! 
Danger looks big to fear's deluded eye : 
But courage, on the heights and steeps of fate, 
Dares snatch her glorious purpose from the edge 
Of peril. Now to the queen. 
How shall I dare tp meet her thus unknown ! 
How stifle the warm transports of my heart. 
That pants at her approach ! Who waits the queen ? 
Who waits Zaphira^? 

Enter Semira, r. 

Sel (r. c.) Tell the queen, I come 
On message from her dear departed son ; 
And bring his last request. [Exit Semirn^ R. 

O, ill dissembling heart ! My ev'ry limb 
Trembles with grateful terror. 
Some lookor starting tear 
Will sure betray me — honest guile, assist 
My falt'ring tongue ! 

Enter Zaphira, r. 

Zap. Where is this pious stranger? 
Say, generous youth, whose pity leads thee thus 
To seek the weeping mansions of distress ? 
Didst thou behold in death my hapless son ? 
Did he remember me? 

Sd, (l. c.) Most honoured queen ! 
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Thy son, — forgive thesie gnahing tears that flow 
To ftee distrees like thine ! 

Zap, (c.) I thank thy pity ! 
^is generous thus to feel for others* woe ? 
What of my son ? Say, didst thou see him die ? 

SeL By Barbarossa^s dread command I come^ 
To tell thee that these eyes alone beheld 
Thy son expire. 

Zap, Relentless fate ! That I should be denied 
The mournful privilege to see him die ! 
To clasp him in .the agony of death, 
And catch his parting soul ! [^JVeeps, ] Oh, tell me all* 
All that he said and looked ; deep in my heart 
That I may treasure every parting word> 
Each dying whisper of my dear, dear son ! 

Sel, IiOt not my words offend. What if he said,— > 
Go, tell my hapless mother, that her tears 
Have streamed too long : then bid her weep no more : 
Bid her forget the husband and the son, 
In Barbarossa's arms ! 

Zap, O, basely taXstl ^ 

Thou art some creeping slave to Barbarossa^ 
Sent to surprise my unsuspecting heart ! 
Vile slave, begone ! My son betray tbe thus ! 
Could he have. e'er conceived so base a purpose, 

My griefs for him should end in great disdain ; 

But he was brave, and scorned a thought so vile !- - ' 
Wretched Zaphira ! how t^xt thou become 
The sport of slaves ? 

Sel, Yet hope for peace, unhappy queen ! Thy woes 
May yet have eod. . 

Zap, Why weep'st thou, crocodile ? 
Thy treacherous tears are vain. 
Sel, (o.) My tears are honest* 
I am not, what thou think'st. 
Zap, What art thou, then ? 

Sel* Oh, my full heart! I am— thy friend, andSelim's. 
i come not to insult, but heal thy woes ; 
Now check thy heart's wild tumult, wMle I tell thee — 
Perhaps— thy son yet lives. 

Zap, lives ! Oh, gracious heaven ! 
Do I not dream ! Say, stranger, didst thou tell me. 
Perhaps my Selim lives ? What do I ask ! 
Wild, wild, and fruitless hope ! What mortal power 
Can e^er re-animate his mangled o<Mse^ 

ca 
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Shoot life .into the cold and silent tomb. 

Or bid the ruthless grave give up- its dead ! [CroMM to r. 

SeL (l. c.) O, powerful nature ! thou wilt sure betray 
me ! : [Aside. 

Thy Selim lives : for, sinee his rumoured death, 
I saw him at Gran. 

Zap, b, generous youth, who art thou ? 

SeL A friendless youth, self-banished with thy son ; 
Long his companion in distress and danger : 
One who revered thy worth in prosperous days, 
And more reveres thy virtue in distress. 

^P- ^9 gentle ^trangeT ! Mock not my woes, 
But tell me truly — does my. SeUm live 7 

Sel, He does, by heaven ! 

Zap. O, generous heaven ! Thou at length o'erpay'fit 
My bitterest pangs, if my dear Selim live&! 
And does he still remember 
His father's wrongs, and mine ? 

Sel. He bade me tell thee. 
That in his heart indelibly are stamped 
His father's wrongs, and thine ; that he but waits 
Till awful justice may unsheath her.sword; 
That, till the arrival of that happy hour. 
Deep in his soul the hidden fire shedl glow, 
And his breast labour with the great revenge! 

Zap, Eternal blessings crown my virtuous son I 

Sei. MvLch honoured queen, farewell. [Gm«^, l. 

Zap, Not yet — ^not yet, — indulge a mother's love ! 
In thee, the kind companion of his griefs, 
Methinks I pee my Selim stand before me. 
Depart not yet. [Takes his hand,^ A> thousand fond re- 
quests 
Crowd on my mind. Wishes, and prayers, and tears. 
Are all I have to give. O, bear him these ! 

Sel, Take comfort, then ; for know, thy son, o'erjoy'd 
To rescue thee, would bleed at every vein \ — 
*' Bid her," he said, <' yet hope we may be blessed ! 
Bid her remember that the ways of heaven. 
Though dark, are just : that oft some guurdian power 
Attends, unseen, to save the innocent! 
But, if high heaven decrees our fall ! oh, bid her 
Firmly to wait the stroke, prepared alike 
To live or die !" And then he wept as I do. [Weeps, 

Zap. O, righteous heaven, 
Protect his tender years ! 
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Be thoa his guide throagh dangers and distress ; 

Soften the rigours of his cruel exile, 

And lead him to his throne ! lExiiy R. 

Sel. (c.) Now, swelling heart, 
Indulge the luxury of grief I Flow, tears ! 
Anid rain down transport in the shape of sorrow! 
Yes, I liave sooth'd her woes ; have found her noble : 
And, to have given this respite to her pangs, 
Overpays all pain and peril ! Powerful virtue '. 
How infinite thy joys, when even thy griefs 
Are pleasing ! Thou, superior to the frowns 
Of fate, canst pour thy sunshine o*er the soul. 
And brighten woe to rapture ! 

fyter Othman and Sadi, l. 

Honoured friends ! 
How goes the night 1 

Sadi. (u cA '^is well nigh midnight. 
0th, What f in tears, my prince ! 
SeL But tears of joy : for I have seen Zaphira,' 
And poured the balm of peace into her breast : 
Think not these tears unnerve me, valiant friends ; 
They have but harmoni£ed my soul, and waked 
All that is man within me, to disdain 
Peril or death. — What tidings from the city? 

Sadi. AH, all is ready. Our confederate friends 
Burn with impatience till the hour arrive. 
SeL What is the signal of th* appointed hour ? 
Sadi. The midnight watch gives signal of our meeting : 
And, when the second watch of night is rung, 
The work of death begins. 

SeL (c.) Speed, speed, ye minutes ! 
Now let the rising whirlwind shake Algiers, 
And justice guide the storm. 
Let your zeal hasten on the great event : 
The tyrant's daughter found and knew me here. 
And half suspects the cause. 

Oih, 1*00 daring prince. 
Retire with us ; her fears will sure betray thee. 

Sel. What '. leave my helpless mother here a prey 
To cruelty aud lust — I'll perish first ; 
This very night the tyrant threatens violence ; 
1^1 watch his steps ; I'll haunt him through tiie palace ; 
And| should he meditate a deed so vile, 

c8 
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Ill hoTer o'er him like an unseen pertitence. 
And blast him in his guilt ! 

Sadis Intrepid prince ! 
Worthy of empire ! Yet accept my life, 
My worthless life ; do thon retire with Othman ; 
I will protect Zaphira. 

Sel. Think'st thou, Sadi, 
That when the trying hour of peril comes, 
Sellm will shrink into a common man ! 
Worthless were he to rule who dares not claim 
Pre-eminence in danger. Urge no ^ore : 
Here shall my station be ; and, if I fall, 
O, friends, let me have vengeance ! Tell me now 
Where is the tyrant? 

Oth» (l« c^ Bevelling af the banquet. 

SeL (c.) 'Tis good. Now tell me how our powers are 
destined? / 

Sadi, Near every port a secret band Is posted ; 
By these the watchful sentinels must perish : 
The rest is easy : for the glutted troops 
Lie drown'd in sleep — the dagger's cheapest prey. 
Almanzor, with his friends, will circle round 
The avenues of the palace. Othman and I 
Will join our braye confederates (all sworn 
To conquer or to die), and burst the gates 
Of this foul den. Then tremble, Barbarossa. 

Sel, Oh, how the approach of this great hour 
Fires all my soul ; but, valiant friends, I charge yon. 
Reserve the murderer to my just revenge ; 
My poniard claims his blood. 

0th, Forgive me, prince ! 
Forgive my doubts,' — think — should the fair Irene-*- 

Sel. Thy doubts are vain. I would not spare the 
tyrant. 
Though the sweet maid lay weeping at ray feet ; 
Nay, should he. fall by apy hand but mine. 
By heaven, I'd think my honoured father's blood 
Scarce half revenged ! My love^ indeed, is strong; 
But love shall yield to justice. 

Sadu Gallant prince, 
Bravely resolved. 

Sel, Bat is the city quiet? 

•Sodt. All, all is hush'd. Throughout .the empty streets. 
Nor voice, nor sound ; as if the inhabitants, 



lake the presaging herds that seek the covert 
Ere the loud thunder rolls^ had inly felt 
And shuan'd th^ impending uproar. 

0th. There is a solemn horror in the night, too, 
That pleases me ; a general pause through nature ; 

The winds are hush'd 

, Sadl And as I pass'd the beach, ILooking out, l. 
The lazy billow scarce could lash the shore ; 
No star peeps through the firmament of heaven—; 

Sel, /aid, lo! where eastward, o'er the sullen wave, 
The waning moon, depriy'd of half her orb. 
Rises in blood ; her beam, well nigh extinct, 
Faintly contends with darkness — [Bell tolls. 

Hark ! — what meant 
That tolling bell? - 

0th. (r.c.) It sounds- the midnight watch. 

Sadu (l. c.) This was the signal — 
Come, pthman, we are calPd ; the passing minates 
Chide our delay ; brave Othman, let us hence. 

Sel. One last embrace ! — nor doubt but, crown'd with 
glory, [Takes the hand of Othman and Sadi. 
We soon shall meet again. But, oh ! remember — 
Amid the tumult's rage, remember mercy ; 
Stain not a righteous cause with guiltless blood ! 
Warn our brave friends, that we unsheath the sword, 
Not to destroy, but save — nor let blind aea^ 
Or wanton cruelty e'er turn its edge 
On age er innocence ; or bid us strike 
Where tiie most pitying angel in the skies, 
That now kK>ks on us from his blessM abode, 
Would wish that we should spare. 

0th, So may we prosper, 
As mercy shall direct us { 

Sel. Farewell, friends ! 

Sadr, Intrepid prince, farewell ! 

[Exeunt Othman and l^i, l. 

Sel, Now sleep and silence 
Brood D'er the city.-^The devoted sentinel 
Now takes his lonely stand, and idly dreams 
Of that to-morrow he shaU never see. 
In this dread interval, O busy thought, 
From outward things descend into thyself — 
Search deep my heart; bring with thee awful conscience, 
And firm resolve ; that, in th' approaching hour 
Of blood and horror, I may stand unmov'd ; - 
Nor fear to strike where justice calls, nor daM 



Sa BAR»AAOSSA» [AOT IV. 

To strike where she forbids. 

Witness, ye pow'rs of heav'n, 

That not from yon, but from the mnrd'rer's eye, 

I wrap myself in ni);ht. — ^To you I stand 

Reveal'd in noontide day. — Oh, could I arm 

My hand with pow'r ! then, like to you, array'd 

In storm and fire, my swift-avenging thunder 

Should blast this tyrant. But since fate denies 

That privilege, I'll seize on what it gives ; 

like the deep-cavern'd earthquake, burst beneath him^ 

And whelm his throne, his empire, and himself, 

In one prodigious ruin. [Exiiy L. 

END OF ACT III. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I.*— J» Apartment in the Palace. 
Enter Irene and Aladin, r. s, b. 

Ire, But didst thou tell him, Aladin, mj fears 
Brook no delay. 

Ala. I did. 

Ire, Why comes he not ! 
Oh, what a dreadful dream !— 'tis surely more 
Than troubled fancy ; never was my soul 
Shook with such hideous phantoms.— Still he lingers ! 
Return, return ; and tell him, that his daughter 
Dies, tUl she warn him of his threatening ruin. 

Ala. Behold, he comes. [Exit AladiH^ l. 

Enter Barbarossa and Guards, l. 

Bar. (l.) Thou bane of all my joys f 
Some gloomy planet surely rurd thy birth. 
E'en now thy ill-tim'd fear suspends the banquet. 
And damps the festal hour. 

Ire. Forgive my fear. 
^ Bar. What fear, what phantom, hath possessed thy 
brain? 

Ire. Oh, guard thee from the terrors of this night ; 
For terrors lurk unseen. 

Bar. What terror? Speak. 
Say what thou dread'st, and why ! I hare a soul 
To meet the blackest dangers undismay'd. 

Ire. (c.) Let not my father check, with stem rebuke. 
The warning voice of nature *, for e'«n now. 
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Retir'd to rest, soon as I clos*d mine eyes, 
A horrid vision rqse— metbooght I saw 
Young Selim rising from the silent tomb : 
Dreadful he shook a dagger in his hand ; 
By some mysterious pow*r, He rose in air ; 
When, kk ! at his command, this yawning roof 
Was cleft in twain, and gave the phantom entrance. 
Swift be descended with terrific brow, 
Rush'd on my guardloss father at the banquet, 
And plung'd his furious dagger in thy breast. 

Bar, Woiildst thoa appal me by a brain-sick yision ? 
Get thee to rest. 

Ire, Yet hear me, dedrest father. \^Kneel8. 

Bar. Provoke me not — 

Ire, Merciful heav*n, instmot me what to .do • 

Enter ALAi>iN, l. 

Bar, What mean thy looks ? — Why^ dost thou gaze 
so wildly ? 

Aku I hasted to inform thee, that e'en now^ 
Rounding the watch, I met the brave Abdalla, 
Breathless with tidings of a rumour dark. 
That young Selim is yet alive — 

Bar, (c.) May plagues consume the tongue 

That broach'd the falsehood ! — 'Tis not possible 

What did he tell thee further? 

AUu More he said not : 
Save only, that the spreading rumour wak'd 
A spirit of revolt 

Ire, O grabious father ! 

Bar, The rumour's false— and yet, your coward fears 
Infect me — what ! — shall I be terrified 
By midnight visions — 111 not believe it. 

Ala. But this gathering rumour — 
Think but oil that, my lord. 

Bar. Infernal darkness 
Swallow the slave that rais'd it ! — Hark thee, Aladin : 
See that the wateh be doubled ; 
Find out this stranger, Achmet ; and forthwith 
Let him l)e brought befor,e me. ^Exeunt Guards and 

Ire. O my father ! Aladin^ h. 

I do conjore thee, as thou lov*st thy life. 
Retire, and tmst thee to thy faithful guards — ^ 
See not this Achmet. 

Bar. Not see him t forthwith bring the slave before me : 
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If be proTe faUe,^ — ^if hated Selim lire^ 
I'll heap such vengeance on him 

Ire. Mercy ! merey ! 

Bar» Mercy-^to whom ? 

Ire, To me — and to thyself; 
To him— to all.— Thou think^st I rave ; yet true 
My yisions are, as ever prophet utter'd 
When heaven inspires his tongue. 

Bar, Ne'er did the moon-struck madman rave with 
dreams 
More wild than thine.->-Get thee to rest, ere yet 
Thy folly wakes my rage. Call Achmet hither. 

Ire. Thus prostrate on my knees : [Kne^y and ioftfs 
holdefkiM garment, "] O see him no^ 
Selim is dead : — indeed the rumour's iakae^ 
There is no danger near ; — or, if there be, 
Achmet is innocent. 

Bar, Off, frantic wretch ! 
This idiot dream hath tum'd her brain to madness. 
Hence to thy chamber, till returning morning 
Hath calmM this tempestr— on thy duty, hence ! 

Ire, Yet hear the voice of caution. Cruel fate ! 
"What have I done ! — heav'n shield my dearest father ! 
Heaven shield the innocent — ^undone Irene ! 
Whate'er the event, thy doom is misery. [J?xt< Ireme^ s. 

Bar. (c.) Her words are wrapt in darkness. — AladUn, 
Forthwith send Achmet hither. — Then with speed. 
Double the sentinels. 
Infernal guilt! 

How dost thou rise in'ev'ry hideous shape 
Of rage and doubt, suspicion and despair, 
To rend my soul. Why did I not 
Repent, while yet my crimes were delible ; 
Ere they had struck their colours through my soul. 
As black as night or hell — 'tis now too late. 
Take'me all. 

Unfeeling guilt ! oh, banish, if thou canst. 
This fell remorse, and ev'ry fruitless fear. 

Enter Selim and two Guards^ i» ^« 

Come hither, slave ; 

Hear me, and tremble. Art thou what thoa seem'st T 
Sel Hal- 
Bar. Dost thou paused— By hell, the slayers con- 
founded I 
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Sei, That Barbarotsa shoald ^aspect my tnitb. 
Bar, Take heed ; for, by the hov'ring pow'rs of ven- 
geance, ■ ' 
If I do find thee treach^hras, I will doom thee 
To death and torment, such as human thought 
Ne'er yet coaceiv'd. Thou com*8t beneath the gnise ' ' 
Of Selim*8 murderer : now tell me, is not 
That Selim yet aiive f 
I JSeL (<«.) Selim alive ! 

^ Bar^ Perdition on thee ! — Dost thou echo nie ? 
Answer me quick, or die ! {_Draw8 his dagger* 

SeL Yes, freely strike : 
Already hast thou given the fatal wound, 
And pierc'd my heart with thy unkind suspicion. 
O, could my dagger find a tongue to tell 
How deep it drank his blood ! — But, since thy doubt 
Thus wrongs my zeal, behold my breast — strike here ; ' 
"For bold is innocence. 

Bar» I scorn th^ task ; [Puts up his dagger. 

Time shall 4ecide thy doom. Guards, mark me well : 
- See that ye watch the motions of this slave ; 
And, if he meditates t'escape your eye, 
Let your good sabres cleave him to the chine. 

Sel, I yield me to thy. win ; and when thoa know'st 
That Selim lives, or seest his bated face. 
Then wreak thy vengeance on tne. 

Bar. Bear him hence ; 
Yet, on your lives, await me within call. 

f^Exeunt Selim and ijtnards, u 
Call Zaphira. lExit a 8lave, a. 

If Selim lives, then what is Barbarossa ? 
My throne^s a bubble, that but floats in air, 
Till marriage rites declare Zaphira mine. 
I will not brook delay : by love and vengeance, 
This hour decides her fate I 

Enter Zaphira, r. 

W^l, haughty fair, 

Hath reason yet subdued thee 7 — Wilt thou hear 

The voice of love ? 

Zap, (r. C') Why dost thou vainly urge mef 
Them know'st my fix'd resolve. 

Bar. . Can aught but phrensy 
Rush oa perdition t • 

Zap. llierefore shall no pow'r 
E'er make me thine. 
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Bar, Nay, sport not with my rage : 
Know, that thy final hour of choice is oonie. 

Zap, I have no choice. Tbink'st thou I e'er will wed 
The murd'rer of my loird ? 

Bar, Take heed, rash queen. 
Tell me thy last resolve. . 

Zap, Then hear me, Heav'n ! 
Hear, all ye pow'rs that watch o'er innocence ! 
Angels of light, and thou, dear honoured shade 
Of my departed lord ! attend, while here 
I ratify with vows my last resolve : 
If e'er I wed this tyrant murderer, — 
If I pollute me with this horrid union. 
May ycj the ministers of heav'n, depart, 
Nor shed your influence on the guilty scene ! 

Bar, Begone, remorse! 
Guards, do your office. — Prag her to the altar ; 
Heed not her tears or cries ! [GuardA g'o to seize Zaphira, 

Zapf O, spare me ! — HeaVn protect me I— O, my son 1 
Wert thou but here, to save thy helpless mother 1 > 
What shall I do ? — Undone, undone Zaphira ! 

Enter Selim and GuardSy h, 

^^h Who call'd on Achmet?— <I>id not Barbarossa 
Require me h^re ? 

Bar, Officious slave^ retire. 
I call'd thee not 

Zap. O, kind and gen'rous stranger, lend thy aid I 
P, rescue me from these impending horrors ! 
, Heay'n will reward thy pity. 

Sel, Pity her woes, O, mighty Barbarossa ! 

Bar, Roi^se not .my vengeance, slave. 

SeU O, hear me, hear me ! [Kneels, 

Bar, Curse on thy forward zeal ! 

Sel, ' Yet, yet have mercy ! 

[Lays hold of Barbarossa's garment, 
~ Bar, Presuming slave, begone ! [Strikes Selim, 

. Sel, Nay, then, die, tyrant ! 

[BisfiSy and ain\s to stab BarbarMsoy who wrests kis 
dagger from him. 
Bar, Ah, traitor !— have I caught thee ? 
Hold— forbear ! [To Slaves, who offer to kiU SeUm, 

Kill him not yet — I wilkhave greater vengeance. 
Perfidious wretch, who art thou ? Bring the rack ; 
Let that extort the secrets of his heart. 
Sel, Thy impious threats are lost ( I know that d^alh 
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And torments are my doom. Yet^ ere I dte^ 

I'll strike tby soul with horror. Off, vile habit ! 

If thou dar'st, [Throws off his disguise; 

Now yiew me ! Hear me, tyrant ! while, with Toice 

More terrible than thunder, I proclaim, 

That he who aim'd the dagger at thy heart 

Is Selim I 
Zap, O,' heav'fti — My son! my son ! [Faints, 

Sel, Unhappy mother ! -. [Runs to embrace her. 

Bar. Tear tkem asunder \ [Guards separate them. 
Set, Barbarous, barb'rous ruffians ! ' 

Bar, Slaves, seize the traitor. [They offer to seize him* 
Sel, Off, ye vile slaves ! — I am your king ! — Retire, 

And tremble at my frowns. That is the traitor — 

Hiat is the murd'rer — tyrant ravisher ! Seize him, 

And do your country right. 

. Bar, Ah, coward dogs ! 

Start ye at words 7 Or seize him, or by hell, 

This dagger sends you all ['^f^cy seize him, 

Sel, Dost thou revive, unhappy queen ? 

Now arm my soul with patience. 
Zap, My dear son !, 

Do I then live, once more to see my Selim ? 

But, O, to see thee thus ! 

. Sbgl. Canst thou behold 

Her speechless agonie% and not relent ? 
Bar. (c.) At length revenge is mine. Slaves, force 
her hence ! 

, SiL Lo, Barbaro68a,.thott«tleagth hast conquered. 

Behold a hapless prince, o'erwhelmM with woes, [Kneels, 

Prostrate before thy feet ! Not for myself 

I plead — Yes, plunge the dagger ih my breast, — 

Tear, tear me piecemeal ! — But, Oh, spare Zaphira ! 

Yet, yet relent — foi*e notlief matrmf honour- 
Reproach not heaven ! • 
Bar, Have I, then, b^tthy pride ? 

Why, this is conquest e'en beyond my hope. 

Lie there, thou slave, lie, till Zaphira's cries 

Arouse thee from thy {>osture ! 
^el. Dost thou insult my griefs ? — Unmanly wretch ! 

Curse on the fear that could betray my limbs, [Rising, 

My coward lim^, to this dishonest posture I 

Long have I scorn'd — I now defy thy pow'r. 
Bar. I'll put thy boasted virtue to the trial. 

Slaves, bear him to the rack. [Skmes seise hold (if Selim* 

D 
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Zap. (L. c.) O, spare my son ! 
Sure, filial virtoe never was a crime. 
Save but my son, I yield me to thy wish. 
What do I say?— The marriage vow- -O, horror ! 
This hour shall make me thine. 

Sel. What ! doom thyself 
Theguilty partner of a murd'rer's bed. 
Whose hands yet reek with thy dear husband s blood ! 
To be the mother of destructive tyrants, 
The curses of mankind '—By Heav'n, I swear, 
The guilty hour that gives thee to the arms 
Of that detested murderer, shall end 
This hated life ! 

Bar. (c.) Or yield thee, or he dies I 

Zap. The conflict's past— I will resume my greatness : 
We'll bravely die, as we have lived— with honour '. 

[Embraemg, 

Sel. Now, tyrant, pour thy fiercest fury on us ! 
Now see, despairing guilt, that virtue still 
Shall conquer, though in ruin \ 

Bar. Drag them hence : , . ^. 

Her to the altar— Selim to his fate. [Guards setze them. 

SeU One last embrace. 
Farewell '.—farewell for ever! 

[GuardB struggle with them. 

Zap. One moment yet!— Pity a mother's pangs! 
O, Selim ! 

Set. 0> my mother ! ^ ^ j 

lExeunt Barbarossa, Zaj^tra^ and Guards^ r., 
and iSeitm and Guortf*, u 

- ' END OF ACT IV. 



ACT V. 
SCENE X.—The Palace. 
Enter Barbarossa and Aladin, l.s. e. 
Bar, (c.) Is the watch doubled ?— Are theifates secured 

Against surprise ? * , , .. ^ 

Ala. (L c.) They are, and mock th' attempt 

Of force or treachery. 
Bar^ This whisper'd rumour 

'Of dark conspiracy 
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Seems bat a false alann. Our spies sent out 

Affirm, that sleep 

Has wrappM the city. 
Ala* But, while Selim IWes^ ' 

Destraction lurks within the palace walls. 

■ Bar. Right, Aladin. His hour of fate approacheii. 

How goes the night ? 
Ala, The second watch is near. y 

Bar. Tis well. Whene'er it rings, the traitor dies : 

So hath my will ordain'd. 1^1 seize th' occasion, 

While I may &irly plead my life's defence. 

Yet first the rack shall rend 

Each secret from his heajrt. 

Haste — seek out Othman ; 

Oo tell him, that destruction and the sword 

Hang o'er young Selim^s head, if swift compliance 

Plead not his pairdon. lExii Aladin^ l. 

Stubborn fortitude! 

Had he not ititerpoe'd, success had crown'd 

fify loTe, now hopeless. Then let Tengeance seize bim. 

Ent^ Irene, r. 

/r#. (g.) O, night of horror ! — Hear me, 'honoured 
. father: 
If e'er Irene's peace was dear to thee, 
Now hear me I 

Bar* Impious )— ^Dar^st thon disobey ! . . 

IKd not my sacred will ordain thee hence f 
Get thee to rest ; for death is stirring here. 

Ire. O, fatal words !•— By er'ry sacred tie. 
Recall the dire decree. 

Bar. What wouldst thou sayf 
Whom plead fori 

Ire. For a brave unhappy prince, 
Senteno'd to die. • 

Bar, And Justly. But this hour 
The traitor half fulfiUM thy dream, and aim'd 
His^agger at my heart. 

Ire, Wouldst thou not lore the child, whose fortitude 
Should hazard life for thee ?•— O, think on that : 
The noble mind hates not a Yirtnous foe. 
His genVous purpose was to saYe a mother. 

Bar* Damn'd was his purpose; and accurs'd art thon. 
Whose perfidy would save the dark assassin. 
Who sought thy father's life.- Hence from my sight I 
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Jre* O, neTei*, till thy mercy apare my S^lim J ■ ^ 

Bar. Thy Selim?— Thine? 

Ire. Thou know'st— by gratitude 
He*s mine. Had not his gen'rous hand redeem'd me. 
What, then, had been Irene ?^Oh, but spiare the gen'rouil 
youth, [Takes his^hand. 

Who sav*d me from dishonour ! 

Bar. By the pow*rs 
Of great revenge; thy fond entreaties seal 
His instant death ! — In him I'll pntiish thee. 
Away ! [Retires io the back of stagey u 

Ire. O, Selim, gen*rous yoiithi hoir have my fears 
Betray 'd thee to destruction ! • ' 

Inhuman father ! — Generous, injured prince ! 
Methinks I ste thee slr6tch'd upon the tack,"^ 
Hear thy expiring groans^— rO, horror ! horror I 
What shall I do to save him? — Vain, aias ! 
Vain are my tears and prayers ! — At least, I'll die ! 
Death shall bhite us jret 1 [Exit Irme^ R. 

■Bar* (g.) Oy tonnenty torment! 
E'en in the midst of pow'r — the vilest slave 
More happy far thai> 1 !-^The very child. 
Whom niy love :cherish'd from hec infant years^ ' . . ''. 
Conspires to blast my peace !*— O, false ambition^ 
Whither hast thou lur'd tne ! 
E'en to this giddy height where now I stand^ 
Forsaken, comfdrtless, With not a frieu4 
In whom my soul cab trust ! ^ 

Enter Aladih, l. 

Now, Aladin, 

Hast thou seen Othmant? 

He will not, sure, conspire against my ))eace ? 

Ala. (c.) He's fled^ my lord. I dread some luikisg 
ruin. . '; 

The sentinel on watch aa^s, that he pafis'd . 

The gate, ^hc^ raldoight, with an unknown friend : 
And, as they pass'd, Otbman in whisper faidy 
Now £ftreweli, bloody tyrant ! • 

Bar. Slave, thou liest. - ■ . 
He did not dare to say it; or, if he did, 
Why dost thou wound my ear 

^ the fottl repetition ? ^ ' . . 

What's to hfi done ? . fiome miachief lurks unseen* 

Aid. Preioent it, th«n— 
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Bier. By Selim's instant death-— 
Is the rack prepared ? • ^ 

Ala. Tis ready. 
Along the ground he lies, o'erwhelm'd with chains : 
The ministers of death stand round, and wait 
Thy last command. 

Bar. Once more 1*11 try to bend 
His stubborn souL^Condact me forthwith to htm ; 
And if he now refuse my proffer'd kindness, 
Destruction swallows him ! ^Exeuni^ L. 

SCENE 11,—^ Prison in the Palace. 

Selim discovered in chains^ ^V^ oa the ground, b^fitre 
a tackf at the hack of the stage, c. ; Executioners amjL 
Officers standing round the rack. 

Set. I pray you, friends, 
When I am dead, l^t not indignity 
Insult these poor remains ; see them interred 
Close by my father's tomb. I ask no more. 

Offi. They shall. 

Set. How goes the night? 

Offl, Thy hour of fate. 
The second watch, is near. 

Set. Let it come on : 
I am prepared. 

Enter Bahbarossa, and GuardSf L. 

Bar, (L.) So— raise him from the ground. 

[TThey raise him ; he goes forwards 
Perfidious boy I behold the just rewards 
Of guilt and treachery! Didst thou not give 
Thy forfeit life, whene'er I should behold 
Selim's detested face ? 

Set. Then take it, tyrant. 

Bar. Didst thou ilot ain^ a dagger at my heart t 

Sel. I did. 

Bar. Yet heaven defeated thy intent ; 
And^say'd me from the dagger. 

Sel. (c.) Tis not our's 
To question hea?*ii. Th' intent and not the deed 
Is in our pow*r ; and therefore who dares greatly, 
Does greatly. 

Bar, Yet bethinl^ thee, stubborn boy. 
What horrors now surround thee — 
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Set, Think'Bt thou, tyrant, 
I came so ill prepared '*. 
He who can bravely dare, can bravely suffer. 

Bar, Yet, lo, I come, by pity led, to spare thee. 
Relent, and save Zaphira ;-^for the bell 
E'en now expects the sentinel to toll 
The signal of thy death. 

Sel. Let gailt like thine 
Tremble at death : I soorn its darkest frown. 
Hence, tyrant, nor profane my dying hour* 

Bar. Then take thy wish. IBell tolls. 

Th^e goes the fatal knell. 
Thy fate is seaFd. — Not all thy mother's tears, 
Nor prayers, nor eloquence of grief, shall save the« 
From instant death. 
Yet, ere the assassin die, 
Let torment wring each secret from his heart. 
The traitor, Othman, is fled ; — conspiracy 
Lurks io the womb of night, and threatens ruin. 
Spare not the rack, nor cease, till it extort 
The lurking txeason. [Exit BttrbaroMa, L. 

Sel, Come on, 'then. 

IThey bind him, and drag him to the rack. 
Begin the work of death — what ! bqund with cords 
Like a vile criminal ! — O valiant friends, 
When will ye give me vengeance? 

Enter Irenb, r. 

Ire. (r. 0.) Stop, O, stop ! 
Hold your accursed hands ! — On me, on me 
Pour all your torments. — How shall I approach thee. 

SeL These are thy father's gifts! — yet thou art 
guiltless ; 
Then let me take thee to my heart, thou best* 
Most amiable, of women ! 

Ire, Rather curse me, 
As the betrayer of thy virtue f 

Sel. Ah! . 

Ire. 'Twas I, — my fears, my frantic fears, betray'd 
thee ! 
Thus, falling at thy feet, IKneels] may I but hope 
For pardon ere I die ! 

Sel, Hence to thy father. 

Ire. Never, O never ! — Crawling in the dust, 
I'll clasp thy feet, and bathe them with my tears ; 



Tread me to earth ! I oev«T will complain ; 

But my last breath shall bless thee ! { Weeptl 

Sel, Lov'd Irebe ! 
What hath my fury done ? 
. Ire/ Canst thou, then, 
Forgive and pity me? 
- Sel, I do, I do. 

Ire, On my knees 
Thus let me thank thee, generous, injur'd prince ! 
O eahrth and heaven ! that such unequaird worth 
Should meet so hard a fate ! — that I — that I — 
Whom his love rescued from the depth of woe. 
Should be the accurs'd destroyer !---Strike, in pity, 
And end this hated life ! 

Sel. Cease, dear Irene. 
Submit to heaven's high will — I charge thee live ; 
And, to thy utmost pow'r, protect from wydng 
My helpless, friendless mother ! 
• Ire, With my life 

I'll shield her from each wrong.-^That hope alone 
Can tempt me io prolong a life of woe t 

Sel, O my ungovern'd rage ! — to frown on thee ! 
Thus let me expiate the cruel wrong. 
And mingle rapture with the pains of death.' [Em^aew^^ 

Offi, . No more — prepare the rack. 

Ire, Stand off, ye fiends I here will I cling. ' 
No pow'r on earth shall part u^. 
Till I havesav'dmy Selim^ [A shout. Clashing df swords, u 

Offii Hark I What noise 
Strikes on mine ear ! * . [Shouts, iu» 

Sel, Again I 

Ala, [Without^ Arm, arm ! — Treach'ry and murder ! 

[Executioners go to seize Seliitif c* 

Sel,. Off, slave? ! — or I^ will turn my chains to arms, 
'And dash you ptecemeal ! [Snatches up his chains, 

• Enter Aladin, t. 

Ala. Where is the king ? 
The foe pours in. 



OM, Death and rnii^ ! 
)llow 



Follow me, slaves, and save him. 

[Exeunt Aladin, Officer, and Guards, L. 

Sel, Now, Woody tyrant ! Now thy hour is come ! 

Ire, Whom dost thou mean ? my father ? 

iSd. Yes :, thy father. 
Who murder'd mine ! 
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Ire. Ib there no room for mercy ? 
Must he then die? : 
Let me but see my father ere he perish ! 
Let me but pay my parting duty to him 

[Clash 0fsword$f l. 
Hark ! 'twas the clash of swords ! hea?*n save my father ! 

cruel, cruel^Selim ! [Exit Irate, r. 
Sel. Curse on this serfile chain, that binds me fast . 

In pow'rless ignominy ; while my sword 

Should haunt its prey, and cleave the tyrant down ! 

0th. JWithmtt.] Where is the prince 1 

SeL Here, Othman, bound to earth 1 
Set me but free ; — O cursed, cursed chain I 

Enter 0th man 'and party , who free Selim, l. 

Oth, O my brave prince ! — Heav'n favours our design : 

[Embracei him. 
Take that : — I need not bid thee use it nobly. 

[Giving him a tward* 
Set, Now, BarbaroBsa, let my arm meet thine : 
Tis all I asK of heav'n. [Exeunt Selim^ L., with guard9^ 

Oth. Guard ye the prince — 
Pursue his steps. — Now this way let us turn, 
And seek the tyrant [Exeunt Othmany i^c. ■• 

SCENE III.— -^ Court in the Palace. Fhurish ^fruM- 

pete. 

Enter Barbarossa, R. 

Bar* Empire is lost, and life : yet brave revenge 
•Shall close my life in glory. 

Enter Othman, l. 

Have I found thee, 
DisBembling traitor 1 — Die I^- 

[They fight. Barbaroeea/aUe, a 

Enter Selim and Sadi, l. 

Set, The foe gives way : sure this way went the storm : 
Where is the tiger fled ?— What do I see I 

Sadi. Algiers ii free ! 

0th* This sabre did the deed I 
, Seh I envy thee the blow ! Yet valour Bcoms 
To wound the fallen. But, if life remain, 

1 will speak daggers to his guilty soul — 
Hoa! Barbarossa! Tyrant, murderer ! 

'Tis Selim, Selim calls thee. [ Walks around him. 
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Bar, Qft, ye fiends ! 
Torment me not f O Selim, art thou there ! 
Swallow tne, earth ! 
Oh, that I ne'er had wronged thee I 

Sel. Dost thon, then. 
Repent thee of thy crimes ? He does, he does \ 
He grasps my hand — see, the repentant tear 
Starts from his eye ! Dost tfaoti indeed repent t 
Why, then, I do forgive thee : from my sonl 
I freely do forgive thee ! and, if crimes [Kneeli, 

Abhorr'd as thine, dare plead to heaven for mercy,—" 
May heaven have mercy on theer 

Bar^' Generous Selim! 
Too good— T have a daughter — Oh! protect her ! 
^I^et not my crimes — IDies, 

0th. There fled the guilty soul ! 

SeU Haste to the city — stop the rage of slaughter. 
Tell my brave people that Algiers is free, 
And tyranny no more. [Exeunt Guards, u 

Enter Zaphjra, l. 

Zap. (l.\ ^hatmean these horrors ? Whereso'er I turn 
'My trembling steps, I find some dying wretch, 
Welf ring in gore ! And dost thou live, my Selim ! 

Sel, I40, there he lies ! 

Pointing to the body of Barharo89a% 

2f<rp; The. tyrant slain ! O Hghteous heaven 1 
- Sel, Behold thy valiant friends, 
Whose faith and courage have overwhelmed the pow'r 
Of Barbarossa. Here, once more, thy virtues 
IShall digniFy the throne, and bless thy people. 

Zap, Just are thy ways, O heaven! Vain terrors, 
hence ! 
Once more Zaphira's blessM ! My virtuous son. 
How shall I e'er repay thy boundless love ! 
Thus let me snatch thee to my longing arms. 
And on thy bosom weep my griefs away ! 

Sel, O happy hour ! Happy beyond the flight 
E'en of my ardent hope ! Look down,bless'd shade. 
From the bright realms of bliss ! Behold thy queen 
Unspotted, unseduced, unmov'd in virtue. 
Behold the tyrant prostrate at my feet I 
And, to the memory of thy bleeding wrongs 
Accept this sacrifice. 

Zaph, My generous Selim ! 
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8eh Where is Irene? 

Sadi, With looks of wUdneBSy and distracted mieiiy 
She sought her father where the tumult rag'd. 
She passM me, while the coward Aladln 
Fled from my sword; and, as I cleft him down. 
She fainted at the sight ' 

Oth, But soon recovered ; 
Zamor, our trusty friend, at my command, 
ConveyM the weeping fair one to her chamber. 

Seh Thanks to thy generous care : come let us seek 
IV afflicted maid. 

Zap. Her virtues might atone 
For all her father's guilt ! Thy throne be her's ; 
She merits all thy love. 

Sel, Then haste, and find her. O'er her father's 
crimes 
Pity shall draw her veil ; liay, half absolve, them. 
When she beholds the virtues of bis child 1 
Now let us thank th* eternal pow*r; convinced 
That heay'n but tries our virtue by affliction ; 
That oft the cloud, M^hich wraps the present hour. 
Series but to brighten all our future days ! 

iCunuiM/aU9. 



DISPOaiTION OF THE CHARACTERS AT THE 
FALL OF THE CURTAIN. 

Otrm AN. Body of Bar. Selim. Zaphira. 2a di. 
».J [L. 



THE END. 
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KEBCARKS. 



€%i ^avAIers iTotr. 



cS- 'Wbinbtsr we become recondled to m«todrtaH€, it will be when 

^ ft is applied to lome ntefal and moral i/orpofte. As a mere iAftOrn- 

^ ment to suspend cariosity and awaken horror, we heartily despite it. 

f— ^ A robber ranning np and down perpendlcalar rocks — and a dans«l 

braving incredible dangers, hysterically heroic, and distressed beyond 

J^ all possible distress, for two honrs and a half/ claim no sympathy 

fh>m ns. We sit, like Patience— not on a monoroent, bnt on the 

third row ft-om the orchestra — smiUng at grief I We can pre ty 

well gness what will be the resnlt — those that are not marriedf w.;l, 

in all probability, be killed; for a melodrame without a mnrder u 

the mnstard withont the beef, English andiences are very nice in 

thb respect. They will have all fair and above-board ; homicide— 

jQstitaable or otherwise— most come before them in form as oalpable 

as the stage-lights— 

^ If twere done, 'twere well 
If 'twere done quickly"— — 

" Beg^n, mvrderer; leave thy damm^le faces f^an^ begin." And a 
melodramatic hero may exclaim with Macbeth— 

" I've done the deed— didst thoa not hear a noUe/ 

by which noise we are to anderstand the three rounds of applause 
that invariably follow any deed of darkness, ione out of hand with 
true tragic dexterity. Then do boxes, pit, and gallery go weeping to 
their b^s, highly diverted with their evening's entertainment. 

This melodrame may, at least, claim exemption firom general cen 
sure ;— not on the score of its superior merit as a dramatic ccmpo 
sition, bnt solely on account of its utilitjf. It holds forth a lesson of 
deep importance to the titled gambler who stakes his thousands ; 
down to the meanest wretch that ever gambling made its victim. 
The tragedy of the Gamester is a beautiful picture of domestic woe, 
produced by this execrable passion— every character is true to nature, 
every incident belongs to the affecting drama of real life. Those 
whose hearts have not been rendered entirely callous by long fami- 
llarity with dissipatioi. and vice, it may arrest in their ruinous eareei ; 
but the desperate, hardened gambler requires a much strtrngcr atl. 
mulant to awaken his remorse ; and that stimulant the melodrame 
before us very powerftiUy supplies. ^ 

In Albert, we mark the progress of this dreadltal infatuation— the 
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▼arions gradations of erim« throqKk -wfaceh it pasMS, till it anrivct at 
robbery, and ends in mnrder — 

" Mnrder most f onl, as in the best it is ; 
Bnt this, moat fonl, itraD(»» and tmnatnral.''' 

The incidents,. thongh highly romantic, are nevertheless probable ; 
indeed, many'of them wonid appear the most natural resaits of bis 
headlong career. Other spectacles, foonded on impossibilities, may 
delight the eye and leave untoached the heart; bnt this strikes the 
very heart's core,^ and presents to the terrified imagination snch an 
appalling picture of infamy, destitution, and despair, that we nnbe- 
sitatingly pronounce much benefit must result to society firom its exhi* 
bition. - The French author has borrowed largely from the tragedy of 
the Gamester — Malcour is Stukely in more instances that one. He 
makes his unhappy friend a gambler — grows rich by bis losses— and 
attempts to seduce bis wife. The circumstance of Albert's selling bis 
wife's jewels, is also from the same source. But these incidents are 
worked up with many others that are original ; and the interest they 
excite is so Intense, that we shall not play the hypercritic, and quar- 
rel with what has been thus judiciously appropriated. 

Mr. Waliack and Mr. Cooper, in the two gamblers, were all that 
melodrame covl\A desire. Mr. Waliaek was particularly effective- 
indeed, were it not for Mr. T. P. Cooke, this gentleman would be 
without a rival in this department of the drama. Albert's wife was 
well represented by Mrs. W. West : this lady was more subdued 
than usn A ; sbt waa ies» prodigal of heir aighs and tears, and conse- 
quently gave a quiet and affecting picture of real misery. We can 
neither endure to see a robustious, periwig-pated fellow out-herod 
Herod — nor a mincing, affected fine lady — 

*' Drown the stage with tears. 
And cl««va the gcaerat ear wilfa horrid speach.'* 

When the expression should be silent and unutterable — 

<* Orief unaffected tnits buf ill' with art. 
Or flowing nnnbers with a bleeding heart." 
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OLD 6ERMAIKE.— An embroidered dress aait 

ALBERT GERMAINE.-'FVr«» dreM—Gnen coat, buff waist- 
coat and breeches, cocked iiat, top boots. Second dres$^Puve- ' 
coloured dress snit. ' TMrd dresi—Ah old gray tattered coat, 
waistcoat, and tronsera, tied at tlie bottom with cord ; shabby lew- 
crowned hat, shoe* with pieces of hempen cord> ro^ ronnd his 
waist, long rough walking-staff. 

M ALCOUR.— Ftrs^ dre««— Bine coat, white waistcoat, buff 
breeches, top boots, cocked hatl Second dress— Broyrn dress tuit. 
Third dress — A mendicant's old blue ragged dress, old bat, long 
rough walking-ateff, a&d wallet by Us side. 

DUMONT.— BrowB dress suit, camlet fly. 

BERTRAND.— Brown coat white waistcott, buff breecb«f, top 
boots. 

MARTlN.'-Old-fashioned brown coat and breeches, black silk 
waistcoat, black stockings and shoes. 

EVERARD.— Black snit and black gown. 

CAPTAIN D'ESTERRE.— Blue regimenUI coat, white waist- 
coat and breeches, military boo'ts, high cocked-hat. 

HENRY GERMAIN E.— Blue braided coat, white waistcoat and 
trousers, military cap and cloak. 

RICHARD.— Striped silk jacket, pink silk Jockey's cap, bloc silk 
waistcoat, buff breecncs, an<^ top boots. 

LINDORF.— Blue frock, military cloak, boots, and travelling-cap. 

CARL.— Blue regimental coat, breeches, high boots, and cocked 
hat. 

BAALAMB.— Brown jacket, shirt and braces, black ftill breeches, 
leather garters, and russet shoes ; cap to corsespond. 

TWELVE SOLDIERS.— Blue regimental coats and waistcoats 
white breeches, high boots, and cocked hats. 

POUK WAITERS.— White and orange lirery, irimmed with 
silver, white silk stockings and shoes. 

TRAYELLSRS.— German cloaks, white shirts and braces, fail 
breeches, grey stockings, garters and shoes. 

MARQUIS.— Ligfat-coloored embroidered suit. 

JBAN JAQUES ROUSSEAU.— Striped velvet coat and waist- 
coat, silk stockings, and choes. 

BARON HERCULES.— Green German miUtary ereat.aoat,'high 
cocked-hat, mustachios, and military boots. 

AMBLERS.— Embroidered full-dress suits. 

JULIA.— Firj/ dress — Gold lama dress, French bonnet. Se» 
eond dress — Common dark-brown cotton gown, shabby morone 
cotton handkerchief, and cap. 

MADAME BELCOUR.— A neat matronlyTrench dress, high cap. 

VISITORS.— White fancy dresses. 

MRS. BAALAMB.— Brown and yellow German dress. 
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Cast of the Charaeters as performed at tke Theatre Royal, 
Drury hane^ October I6th, 1827. 



Old Germaine 

Albert Germaine 
Malcour 

JDumont • 

Ltindorf • ... 

Bertrand ... 

Martin ... 

Captain D-Etterre 

Everard ... 

Henry Germaine > 

Richard (a Utile Jockey) 

Baalvmb ... 

Carl - - • . 



^ J^e Gamblers 



Julia ... 
Mcuiamfi Belcour . 
Ro9e - . - 
Mrs, Baalamb 
Bubet . 



Gamblers, QgScers, Vi 



. Mr. Powell 

- Mr. Wallack 

- Mr. Cooper 

. Mr. Yoonge 

- Mr. Thompson 

- Mr. Wakefield 
• Mr. Barnes 

- Mr. Yarnold 

- Mr. C. Jone* 

- Miss Pincott 

. Master Wieland 
. Mr. Saltet 

- Mr. Yiniog 



. Mrs. West 
- Mrs. Kiiigbt 
. Miss Vincent 
• Mrs. C. Jones 
. Mrs. Weston 



llagers, Waiters 4«. 4c. 



STAGE DIRECTIONS. 

. The Gondnctors of this Work print no Plays but those which they 
have seen acted. The Stage Directions are given from their own 
personal observations, daring the most recent performances. 

EXITS and ENTRANCES. 

R. means Right; L. Left; D. F. J}oor in Flat; R. D. Right 
Door; L. D. Left Door; S. E.' Second Entrance; U. E. Upper 
JSntrance ; M. D. Middle Door. 

RELATIVE POSITIONS. 

R. means Right; L. Left; C. Centre - R. C. Right of Centre ; 
L. C. Left of Centre, 

R. RC. C. LG. L. 



*•* 7*Ae Reader is supposed to been the Stage, facing the Audience. 



THE GAMBLER'S FATE. 



ACT I. . 

SCENE I — A GtamiMg'himn af Paria ; twenip OatiMen 
titting at play rtund a Bouge-et-Noir table in an iwner 
roinUf at the hack qf the stage, with im entrance from 
amti-roonk. — A doM*,. r. 8. B., leMing to Hazard-fwtm; 
public door at us. E,^~A table, chair ^ pens, and inJc, R. ; 
a table, chair, peks,' and ink, 'L.^-^Serv«mts, in spiendid 
liveries, carrpiMg ahout r^eshments, dfc, 

Banlter, [BeAttid.] Make your game, genUenen, make 
your game. [Deaiing.J Um— um— 89 — rouge. 

[Expressions of pleasure and pmn frmn gamhlers, 

Malcoor advances to c.^ ccumHng notes, i^e. 

Mat, Um — 1200 — ^winner— good ! I hadD*t five pounds 
three hours ago ! Bless the blind old lady, say I!— 
Ha ! ha ! — What excitement in the game to a norice I 
I have retired soon— I'm cool. [Sits l. 

[pice heard m the room, R. 

Ban, Make your game, gentlemen* Um — um — noir. 

EnJter Rodolphb Bbrtrand from Hazard-room. 

Ber, (r.d.) Fool, fool that I was not to quit when I 
was so considerable a winner 1 — ^Now I am without a 
shilling ! — Cruel, cruel fortune I 

Mai. Hal ha I ha I— Poor devil, he has lost. Why 
how now, Bertrand ?-^omplaining of dame Fortune 1 

Ber, Complaining ! — ^Aye ; the old blind beldam has 
settled me for ever. Lost in three weeks four thousand 
poands — all that a kind father had saved during a long 
life of honour in his country^s service ! But> if ever 
agaift: [Throws himself i^ chair ^ a. 

Mai, Ha! ha! ha! [Laughs,'] Always the cry of 

,your losing gamester; but let the luck turn, and then — 

Ha! ha! ha! [Laughs,] Whereas your philosophy, 
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my dear fellow f Yon should study the chaaces^play 
on calculation. [Counting his notes."] Ah, here comes 
young Albert Germaine, the boldest, the most despe- 
rate dog — 

Enter Germaine, who^ has peeped through foldmg-doorMf 
and then turns and sees Makour. 

Alb, (c.) Ah, Malcour, my boy, how goes the enemy t 

Mai. Midnight 

Alb, I'm late — my honoured papa detained me— ob- 
liged to do an hour's << filial piety/' and a litUe <« do- 
mestic comfort/' the night before my marriage. Ha! 
ha I ha I ILoMghs,'] Fm a precious hypocrite. [Sighs, 

MaJL The run has been against you here lately — ^you're 
out.' 

Alb, Aye, confoundedly out; but to-night I depend 
on fortune's smile to compensate for all her frowns.^- 
I'm out the twelve hundred my father entrusted to 
me, to buy those diamonds he is to give my intended 
wife on our wedding-day. 

Mai, That's awkward. 

Alb, If 8 ruin. Money I must have. I have been 
running after our old friend Alvare, the usurer — ^he's in 
the country. 

Mtd, Thaf 8 unlucky. The old Jew has often been 
**' a friend in need." 

Alb, I was so short of cash, that I have metamor- 
phosed some trinkets into ^* rosy gold." 

Mai, Right, my boy ; attack fortune like a lad of cou- 
rage — force her to be kind. Who knows but those 
. goldfinches [Albert counting his cash] may sing a pretty 
tune before sunrise. 

Alb. Fortune— dear, but fickle goddess ! befriend me 
but one hour — ^but one little hour, and f shall be the 
happiest of men, of lovers, and of husbands ! 

[Exit to the taJUo— plays* 

Ber, (r.) So— another victim ! 

[Observes Albert at the tahle, 

Mai, [SitSy L., writing during speech,] Those jewels 
must be had for Albert, or the old gentleman's suspi- 
cions would prevent the marriage. That must not be-~ 
no, he must marry. Marriage !— Ha ! ha ! [Laughs,] I, 
too, love this Julia ; but marriage— ha ! ha ! [Laughs,] 
As a mistress I should adore her; but, as a wife — 
psha f —there's such an inconvenient interruption aboat 
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a wit'e. But when Albert's ruined (as soon he must be 
here), Til make the haughty fair one mine on my own 
terms. IVe written to a female friend. {JSeals and di- 
rects a letter.'] Waiter, see this delivered ; 'tis for Ma- 
dame Sivrac, your neighbour. 

Wai, I know her, sir. ' \_Bow8 and exit, L. d. 

Ber, Malcour, if you had any friendship for young 
Germaine 

MaL Friendship in a place like this ! Ha ! ha f — 
poh !— he's ** a dashing fellow ;" he'll soon be rich 
enough. 

Ber, How? 

Mai, By marriage with a charming girl— -happy dog! 

Ber, Are you not a friend of the family ? 

MaL Yes, I'm " the friend"— 'twas I that " brought 
out'* this young man— I have launched him into " the 
world.*' Ha! ha I [P<»tn^tti^. 

Ber, Strange 1 for they say that his father is a very 
severe man, with manners most primitive and rigid. 

Mai, Why, yes, he's a— a — "grumbling old gentle- 
man," and very rich. But, thanks to my address, the 
'' good man," already full of infirmity, believes us — 
ha ! ha I — a couple of saints ; and, as Albert expects a 
splendid fortune at the old man's death, he borrows a 
little beforehand — ^ha! ha! He has already disposed 
of the cash he is to receive with his bride to-morrow. 

Ber, Poor girl ! — ^Waa she not an orphan at the early 
age of ten t 

Mai* Yes ; she was brought up under .the e3pe of Mr. 
Germaine. She has an uncle lately returned from India, 
from whom she expects no trifle ; he consents to the 
JDarriage, and is hourly expected. INoise qf pkufingJ] 
But, aliens 1 the game seems all alive.— Come. — Oh, I 
forgot — you are — ha 1 ha I ha ! ILaughs.'] cleaned out ! 

lEspit through to table, 
'■ Mer, Gold-hearted wretch I Poor young Germain^— 
with such a tutor ! 

Enter Dumont, l.d., hat in,hishan4», 

A stranger I — How shame dyes my cheek at the sight 
of every new foce, in a place . like this ! Ah ! by hea- 
Teii, I know him — a rich merchant at Marseilles. I met 
him at my uncle's there. What brings him to this, scene 
of vice and ruin ? Til avoid him, and observe Ger- 
maibe, for the poor devoted Julia's sake. lEseit up. 
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[Tu^ WMtets observe Vumont; one goe$ to MakouTf 
R., the other smirks up to Dumont, h. 

Dm», So— *this, then, is the den of thieves, called a 
learning-house. I am a bold man to enter— 'tis the filrst 
time in my life — I hope the last. 

1' H^cfc. Your hat and stick, sir. 

Diim. Thank you, fHend ;• I can take care of tfaem 
myself. 

IWau It isn*t the custom of the house, sir. 

Dum» Aye, youVe many customs here I sfaa'nt suIk 
scribe to. [A row ttt the tahk» 

1 Gen. Stop! 
JSttit.. Silence! 

2 Gen. The game is made^ 

1 Gen. No, no ! 

2 Gen. "Us false! 

1 Gen. False, sir I [Knocks him dot^ii.] Blackguard^ 
torn him out! 

Omnes. Out with him 1 out with hhn \ 
[Welters seixe him, Uad him hleet^ng^ tot l. b. ; a Ut- 
tie man kicks Mm otti;, all ire^m to. the tuble. 

Ban. Come, come^ nutke your game^igenit^Meni 

Dtmu (c.) What a hohrid sdeve !-^^s a libel to call 
them men — ^tbey'are fiendff l» homlMi forAi. And are' 
these his comrpanions ? Cah it 'be^ tlniEt Albert Oer- 
maine, the son of my best friend, thi ihtended husband' 
of my niece, come$'h0re each 'night to Beetoy his health, 
his fortune, and sully a name illustrious in'.th« |yroiM' 
annals, of his coiintiyt I most be oertain. I have 
phosen the best means. *Tis ten yea» sitee I saw this 
youngi man : how shull I know Mm.amoiigBt* this foul 
herd of gamblers ? [SUs, l. 

[Waiter brings fofrward MidieoWyWtipsmi UDmms/Ht. 

2 WaL Ifs a siranf^ faee» itif.- 

. Af«2.- A pigeon,. perhaps, you think. 

2 Woi. \Smir}Aigi\ I hope he'U prove worth flie 
plucking, sir. 

[Malcour gitfes him money, and motions him to bring 
r^eskmei^. « . ^ • 

ilfa;. (c.) I'll try the old boy. 
Dum^. I' must doiiqner tby fedlingSi aad speak to some 

<Mie. [JlfolMwr Wolffs, mitrfc«, 4rc> 

■ McL Your servant, sir. 

ilttiii. Sir, your's. 

Mid. Very warm here — ^no air*-but above, in the ha- 
zard-room, you*ll find 
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Efiter Second' Wmtif^ wttk r^tkments* ' 

'Will yoa t-^1>m(made. [prinks and offers io X)umont: 

'Dtm. Yoti are very good — none. 

Mai, A gljiss of wine ? 

Dum. Nothing, sir. This man is very polite. [Aside, 

Mai, Yon seem a stranger, sir. lOffers snvff, 

Dum. I am so, sir. ; ' ' 

Mai, All, I see ; you— you .don't kuo'w any of the 
frequenters? 

DuiHi No; not just at present.' 

Mai, You — ^yon want to " woo the fickle goddess V — 
Wish to tiy yo^r fortune, eh ? ' * 

Dum, Not exactly. 

Mai, The deril you don't. [Aside.^ Ah ! I see-^I see 
— ^you're right — prudence, my dear sir — prudence is — 
is-^amme if i don't forget what it is. [Aside,} The 
game is tempting, sir. Yes, when one sees' the piles of 
gpld— here — there— one can't help longing, and risking ;, 
but be cautious, isir^-and, if my services or advice — 

Dum. Indeed,' sir 1 < IDryly, 

Mat, Upon my honour, youVe insfilfred me with a sort 
of— interest. Whafs your gamef — ^Roulette, rouge et 
Doir, hazard, ecart^.'^My dear sir, you may command me. 

Ihtmt Sir, I have no wish to become a pupil'in infauy 
and vice ; - and 1 hold you and your services in equal 
coBtenpt and deteetatton. 

Mai, Thl» is a pretty return for an act of violuptary 
friendahip. 

Dum. Friendsfaip, sir I Don't degrade that hallowed 
name. [^Row behind tU the toblef 

, 1 Gam. Hd staked on the red card* 

Alb. 'Tis false. * 

1 Gftffft. False ! 

Alb, False-^ •- ■ [Throwing a pack rf cards at his head* 

Omnes, Sbamie 1 Sfafone 1 

1 GfdM. Satisfaction— Satisfaction I • 

. [Coming forward, foUowed by others^ 

Enter Albert, from table, Kajf mady^ ,mth parde 0^ rake . 

tn hu AW* 

Alb* Who wants satisfaction ? Who wants— is it you 
—or you — or you-^or you, sir, with your blusbitg ho* - 
nours thick upon you. 

[To a taU Frenchman, decorated^ and pUOmg hie riband 

.. off in hie fury, 

D 
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TdL Frenchman* I pass the box ! 
[^Pasaing^ Albert to the little three-foot whiskered feUow^ 

who kicked the gcanbler out, who prepares to receive the 

challenge. 

Alb. Fiends seize you all! Thas I destroy thesa 
execrable instruments of fortune — thus ! 

^Breaks the rake^ throws it at the Banker's heady and 
tears the cards. 

Mai. Why, how now, Germalne ? 
^Holding him, — Gamblers return, threatening; T^aiters 

shut the doors, anxious to prevent a row, 

pum, Germaine ! Just heaven !— It is. I recollect 
his features now. 

Mai. What has happened ? 

AUf. (c.) I have lost all — my brain is turning. 

Mai. (r. o.) Lose your money — but not your reason* 

Alb, I've lost all, I tell you — the money I had with 
me ; the 400 you procured for me ; and 600 for which 
** my word is pledged.'' Oh that the cards, the fiend- 
like instruments, had been in the abyss of hell* — 
Miserable, miserable Albert. [Throws himself in chair, u 

Dum. Horrible madness I — That a young man, with 
competence, all the elegant enjoyments of |)ome, friends, 
relations, the heart-thrilling smiles of an affianced bride 
—should leave those joys for a scene like this ! 

Ber. Still here 1 [Aside, — Looking at Dmnont, 

Dum. I should know that young man's face. [Aside, 

Mai. Come, come ; I thought you a man — a man that 
wouldn't run mad at the loss of a few hundreds. 

Ber. Germaine, I am a fellow-sufferer ; this terrible 
lesson is a warning; from heaven : believe it so, and, 
like me, swear to renounce for ever — 

Alb. Renounce! Renounce I What!, not try to re- 
deem my loss. No, no; I still must worship fortune — 
1*11 not desert her, though she has deserted me ; after 
all her frowns, perhaps, she means to. smile* Irr-lUl 
watch her — follow her — she — she yet may save me. 
Yes, yes — in one hour — aye, in one little hour — she— > 
shft might redeem all-^all — 

INerwms and anxious anticipation. 

Mai* True— true ; but you must play more coolly — 
oooUy^ my friend. You are idways. obstinate in pursuing 
bad luck ; when the run's against you, cut — always 
CQJU. Have yoii lo^t all tiie money I lent you ? 

[SignyicmiiUf. 
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Alb, IPehOant.} Yes, yes— all. IWrites at table,} 
There's ray I. O. 

' Mai, [Putting in his pocket-book,] Cheer up, I am still 
your friend. ' To-night— why — the run's against you, or 
[Showing notes f then ^putting them up] — to-morrow youll 
be in cash, and perhaps in luck again. 

JOum, To-morrow ! 

Alb, Ay, to-morrow my marriage with Julia will — 
but those bridal jewels, Miilcour — longer to deceiye my 
father is impossible. 

Mai, I am still your friend, Albert — [Pressing Am. 
hand] — I shall be able to procure them — at least borrow 
them for a time — ^you understand-— 

Alb, When? [Anxiou^j/, 

Mai. This night. 

Alb, Where? 

Mai, Here. 

Alb» This, this indeed is friendship. My dear Mal- 
cour, you are my better angel. 

Dum, Your better angel ! Rather the ^end that leads 
-yon to destruction. [Aside, 

' Mai, An accommodating lady, who has certain traffic 
with her sex — (she is very useful to our female gam- 
blers, from^he proud duchess to the \^ dashing spouse'' 
of the briefless barrister) ; and she's not pitrticular as to 
the vendor's right of-property — her commercial motto's 
-— ^ no questions asked here.*' She showed me this 
afternoon a splendid set of diamonds — 'I've credit with 
her, which credit shall be yours. 

Dum, Humph ! — [Sittingy r., looking over his shouldef 
unobserved,] A pair of precious scoundrels. 

Alb, Ten thousand thanks — not a moment must be lost. 
Malcour, [Presses his hand.] Oh, what is life without a 
friend. [Exit, L, D. 

Dmn. Can I believe my senses. Is this the youUi, on 
whom' a fond father rests his every hope of happiness-^ 
to-morrow, or rather to-day [iMks at his watch], he was 
to have married my niece— I have arrived in time to 
prevent that dreadful misfortune, however. 

[Goingy sees Bertrand, l. 

Ber, (l.) You recognise me, sir — and yet you doubt — 
you think it impossible, that the son of an honourable 
man, like Mr. Bertrand, should be foumi in a place 
like this. 

Dum, Rodolphe Bertrand, is it not ? 

e2 
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Ber. I would haye avoided yoa ; but some wi»rds 
escaped you during the odious scene we witnessed-^ 
ftndy above all, your embarrassment — ^tells me that you 
are here for the first time. 
Dum, I am — and the last, I trust. 
Ber, Would it were my first visit ISighti] ; buty alasl 
I have lost all my little fortune iu this scene of vice. 
I was leaving it for ever, when I overheard a scheme 
laid to entrap you. If yoi]^re not a practised gamester, 
fly this place. 

Dum, I a practised gamester I Oh, young man, I am 
in no danger; but your good intentions have won my* 
esteem ; and, if your penitence be sincere, I may befriend 
you, for your father's sake. I am no gambler ; but my 
presence here may perhaps preserve the happiness of a 
lovely girl. But come, let us leave this den of infamy. 
\^About to go — are met by gendarmes, l. d. — The ttvo officers 
and six men. — First and second soldier advance-^chargg 
bayonet — stop Dument and Bertrand, Second officer, vm 
thirdy fowrthy Jifth, artd sixth soldier^ go into b(tbk room, 
and close doors ; seventh and eighth soldier sent to the hazard 
roomy R. D., by Captain D^EUerre, who place* first soldier 
sentinel at door of beuik room, and ssdond at entrance^ l. i>. 
C. D*Est, (c.) Let no one pass, unless known and 
proved. 
Bum* How this ! You will not dare to detain me, sir 7 
Cap, I dare execute ray orders, sir.— Your papers — ^if 
correct, you may depart. 

Bum, What I in a place like this, nrost I diahonour 
myself by declaring my name — my residence ? 
Cap, Despatch, sir — your papers. 
Bum, Why this severity ? 

Cap. *Tis for the public good. Jewels of great value 
have been stolen from a neighbouring house — ^we sus^ 
pect that they have been brought here. 
Bum. Can you suppose that I — 
Ber. Stop — ^this gentleman is ashamed to have it pub- 
licly known that he was in a place like this ; unfortu* 
nately, I regard it not. [^Handsais ptuspart.'] I am known 
to you. Captain D'Esterre, and will be answerable 
for him. 

Bum. You, young man ! Well, well» you may do it 
without fear. 

Cap. You must speak for yourself, sir. — Your name f 
Bum. I— 
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Ber. 1 am aoswerable, I tell yov, captam. 

Cap. Mr. Bertrand, I am on daty, sir. Your name f 

[To Dununii, 

Dwm, Dumont — a man of independent property, well 
known at Marieilles. I arri>ed at Paris this evening — 
miy papers are at my hotel. Is that sufficient ? 

Ci^f, Yes, when proved. I must conduct you to the 
prefecture. 

Dum, The prefecture. — Sir, my character is*- 

Cap, Good, perhaps ; but your company-^ [Potfifo, 

Dum, True— true — 
f2d officer and 4 gendarmes bring out ganMers in filet 

from back room ; 1 gendarme and 4 from the iuuard 

room^ R. D. 

Cap. My orders are peremptory— you must follow, 

[Goes upf examines paper Sy and sends them ojf. 

I>u.n, Must ! — Poor Julia Dumont, who shall watch 
thy fate the while. 

Ber, Julia Dumont^Did I hear rights-then yon 
are ? 

Dttfft. Her nearest friend— ber more than parent. I 
come to save her — 

• Ber, From a ruined gamester's arms. I see it all- 
confide to me your wishes^write down your orders — ^111 
fly to execute them. — Here, here. 

[Sits at R. tabUy tcrites, ^c* 

2 Offi, [Reads papers as gieeji,'] *'The Marquis of 
Sanstnemise.'* 

• Cap* Pass the marquis. 

[Passes a queer buttoned-up FrenchnAOfi* 
2 Offi, Jean Jacques Rousseau, Staymaker. . 
Cap. [Pushes him off."] Pass. 

2 Offi.[RecHting from the little whiskered man,"] Baron 
Hercules Tichc^amhicvoDdlidericksIaughkenhausen. 
Cap, Pass, Hercules. [Exit the little whiskered Gam. 

Enter from (r. d.) a Soldier, forcing an Englishman from 
the Hazard Room with point qf bayonet. 

Bull. Come, I say, don't run your damn'd French 
bayonet into me. Pretty treatment ; there's no liberty 
in this country : I wish I had you at Bow Street, before 
Sir Richard, that's all, [Sliaking his first.'] Hollo, mis- 
ter, you are this chap's captain, u'nt you ? I shall bring 
my action — so I only want to know, am I a prisoner? 

* Cap. Till you show your passport, sir 

b3 
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Cap^ ■ I fespect yonr conntry, sir. \_Bowd, 

Bull Ay, we made yoM do that— it co9t a precious 
sight of money, tbough lAaide,^ Then how dare yott 
interrupt mie in my pleasures here ? 

C«f . Plreasiures ! ruin rather. 

BuU Well, it's my pleasure to be mined— I left Eng- 
land on purpose^-and what's that to you. {^Going — sol- 
dier puts hU bikyonet to his brea/St.^ Come, I say, none of 
that — I can't stand it — I'm English — I shall — 

Cap. Commit yourself, but not your country, sir^ 
[JBot&s.] Your papers? 

BuU, Well, as you are civil — but if you'd been saucy, 

like that feUoWy I'll be d there [Givsptissport if I 

had bim'at Mo^L9ey Hurst for half an hour — 

[Eyeing the.soliier next him, doubling his fists, ande^ 

2 OM. [Reading passport.]^ " John BuU, Esquire, qf 
Cahe H Head Place, county cf Essen" 

Cap, [Peremptorily,^ Pass, Bull. [Hands his^ passport, 

Dum. There, generous young man [Giving Bertrand a 
letter.] Delay not a moment ; the happiness of a virtuous 
and loTely girl depends upon your speed. 

[MiUtary, arranged^ nuwch off, l, d. 

SCENE II. — A Summer Saloon, open to the garden at the 
back ; an arm chair (l. s. f..), put on by Sertantfor Old 
Germaine, Madame Belcour and females arranging, 

M, Bel, (c.) Not quite seven, and all arranged^there 
— there— ^ 

Enter Martin, l. d. 

Well, Martin, how is Mr. Germaine, poor old gentleman f 

Mar, The medicine has made him worse, I think. 
He wants to speak to his son : His the third time IVe 
been to seek him ; my master is very impatient. 

M,BeL Not without reason, Martin: he is not the 
only person that Albert's conduct has given offence to. 
Poor Miss Julia Dumont^ my-dear pupil — in a few hours 
they are to be married. 

Mar, Ah, Madame Belcour — have you discovered ? 

M. Bel, Yes, that your young master has beeen ** out 
all night." 

Mar, (L. c.) Mercy on us! The night before his 
wedding^*how odd. If master knew it — if Miss Julia 
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knew i^-^tbe Bigbl before his wedding— what wosld 
she think f s 

M. Bel. She has a lUtle of my suspicion : she dislikes 
that Mr. Malcour — so do I too^he seems to have be- 
witched Mr. Albert Now I make bold to pronounce him 
a determined and reckless gan^bler. 

Mar, DonH ! Hush 1 If master knew it, it would her 
ike death of him. 

M, Bel. On that account I'm silent. Peace I her# 
comes Julia — say nothing-— go where Mr. Germaine 
sent you. \^EsHt l^rtiny it. u. e. 

Enter Julia, r. d., dressed/or Wedding* 

Jtd, (b. c.) Ah, my dear Madame Bekonr. 

M. BeU Julia, my dear girl, thia is your weddmg- 
day : if there's a heart in the world that prays for yo«r 
happiness, It is mine« 

Jul. I know you love me» « I — I->have no secrete 
from you. [Weep and embrace. 

M, Bel. Julia, miy belored child, I feel your warm 
tears. 

Jtd. Yott-^ou weep yourself. 

M. Bel. Me — I — [Trying to conceal H. 

Jul. Bearest friend of my infancy — hitherto my in- 
structress and my guide : I feel as though a cloud ob- 
scured the joy that should attend the nuptial hour — as 
if fate ordained that misery would follow the sacred vow 
I am about to make. Mr. Dumout, my only relative, he 
eomes n<)t — he abandons me ; and my good old guardian, 
Mr. Germaine — I fear his days are numbered' — sad 
iDoraenf for a f&te : — and for the principal witness to 
the solemn act we are to have Mr. Malcour ; I know not 
how to express the fdar wHh which that man inspires 
me — his libertine and audacious looks disgust me- 

M. JBel. You will be surrounded by your friends. 

Jul. Albert, too, seems strangely altered. Have you 
not remarked his air, all inquietude aird agitation ? 

M. Bel. Hark ! the bridesmaids come to fetch you. 

Jul. Already J No, no ; His my dear afflicted guardian; 

[MUMC. 

£nfe}* Old Mr. Germaine, l. u.e. leaning on two Servants 
in splendid liveries — they place him in great arm ehair, l* 

JiU. [Hits helped kim and knelt,] My more than father—* 
fHend of ray orphan infency— ♦ 

O. Ger. [Raises Aer, kisses her forehead.] Where is my 
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son — ^I have asked for him several UineB this morning— 
not here yet t [ Vmd* 

Jtil, I wiliseek liim sir. Ah 1 see, be comes. 

Enter Albert, r. u. e. 

Alb, Malcour not yet arrived — shonld he not obtain 
those cursed jewels, [Ande,] Sir, I attend your orders. 
Julia, the bridesmaids wait your presence in the great 
saloon. 

O. Ger, Let me enjoy, ji moment longer, the sightof my 
daughter. It is the regret of my heart that I am not 
able to conduct you to the altar. But how is this, 
Julia, your bridal ornaments are not complete? My son, 
have you forgotten? 

Alb, No, sir ; but, in the harry — ^the bosUe — If Mal- 
cour comes no^ I am lost [Aside.]— €ome things are not 
quite arranged, [Looking anxiotuly to top of the stage,] 
Ah I he's here, and I am safe. 

Enter Malcodb, r. 
The diamonds ! 

Mai. Are here ICrossee to JuUa, fixing her eye."] Charm- 
ing Julia— and you, sir— excuse my delay. I had pro- 
mised my friend to bring these objects of hid impatience. 

'[Givee casket to Albert, 

Alb, Tk. c] Thanks, thanks, Malcour — my better 
angel still, [Aside.^ My dearest Julia will add lustre to 
these glittering baubles. 

[Presents them with an air iiftritimj^ 

Jul, A most brilliant set— behold, sir. 

[Showing Old Germame. . 

Alb, Only a trifling proof of my ardent love. 

Mai. [Aside,^ Trifling I true, they didn't cost you 
much. 

O. Ger, My fears were unjust, [Rettirns casket,} Al- 
bert has fully accomplished my wishes. 

MaL Has he— ha I hal [Laughs.'] wise old man I 
[Aside.] I have promised this evening to deposit £500 
«n account of the diamonds. [Aside to Albert, 

Alb, The money shall be ready. 

[Takes JuUa*t hand to Imd her off. 

O. Get, Albert, a word alcme, before you go. 
{i/L\t%\e, — 'E.ntw^ Bridesmaids, S^c-^^owing the diamondtyi^e, 

JMalcour offert Julia his hand, she r^ects it. — Eseuntf Julia, 

and Femelesy R. D. — Msdeour and Servants at the baekrfihs 

Stage, 
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AJh, (c.) Tis th© last lecture — I most submit — to-mor- 
row I am free. Now to do ** a little of the amiable.",* 

[Aside. 

O. Ger. Albert, you are now about to quit the pater- 
nal authority. Never forget, my son, that I commit to 
your care, a name brijcht and unsullied ; pure as the 
SDOw that glitters on the summit of Mont Blanc. You 
will possess an independent fortune — use it, my son^— 
use it, but ne'er abuse it. 

Alb, Sir, the example qf m^y fsther^^ 

O. Ger. Words, boy-^mere words. Wealth, my son. 
too often- leads to peril ; it furnishes the means to gratify, 
the vilest passions of our nature, and er^n in yotir boy^. 
hood, Albert, remember one vice, a love of gaming, was 
the source of all your little troubles ; 'twas a vice that^* 

AlK A father's eye observed, and crushed the mont- 
fiter in its birth. 

O. Ger. [Firmly scruHniziTig.l I did my duty, sir ; 
since, yon have done your'sf 

Alb. Can you doubt me, sit ? Hjtve I not swom that 
this odious passion was for ever driven from my liioughts. 

O. Ger. You — ^you have sWofui my son, and I shotdd 
be satisfied ; and yet. if you have deceived me — 

[Sm ii»Ming. 

Alb, Still these doubts. Oh, my dearest father, do I 
deserve suspicion ? 

O. Ger My son, heaven akme sees into the heiirts of 
men ; and it is to heaven you must account for the ha|M 
piness or misery of Julia Dumont If you have abused 
my confidence — ^if, forgetful of your oaths, you still 
cherish that det^ted passion, and glory in the gambler's 
vice, heaven pardon me for having linked poor Julia's 
destiny with thine ; for then your fate is certain. But, 
my SOD, I shall not live to 6ee the dishonour of my 
name ; the tomb will hide me from the sad disgrace. 

Alb. They come ; thank heaven for this relief [Asidei 

O. Ger. Albert^ I have spoken ; embrace your friend 
—•your father. 

Enter Malcour and Visitors, frbm Garden ; J^lia und 
Bridesmaids from Chamber, r. ; Martin, r. ; Jvlik 
has the diamonds ovu 

Mai Come, Albeirt^' come; oil is readio«>««— »the car- 
riages wait 
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G. Ger, Go, then, my children ; my heart and voice 
will follow. 

IMusic — Julia kneels to G. Gemuane^ who blesses — 
raises — kisses her forehead; Budesmaids take her 
h&ndy and exeunt, 

O. Ger, My heart is troubled — ^my eyes fill with tears 
•—my forebodings must be false ; he does not game-»he 
has sworn it : Mulcour, his bosom friend, he has sworn 
the same. Hark ! they are gone — gone to pronounce 
the irrevocable vow. Martin ! 

Mar. Sir. 

G. Ger. Go to Notre Dame ; see the cerenfony com- 
menced, and then run back, that I may join my bene- 
dictions with the last prayer of the minister. 

Mar. I understand, sir ; here goes. I love to see 
people married ; they looK^ so silly till it's all over. 

IRuns off at top, R. 

Enter Bertra no, /rom Garden^ L. 

O. Ger. What stranger is this ? 

Ber. I believe I address Mr. Germaine. 

O. Ger. I am Mr, Germaine. 

Ber. I come from Mr. Dumont, your friend. 
. G. Ger. Dumont I is he arrived ? Why is he not here f 

Ber. This letter will explain. 

O.Ger. What mysterious! [Reads.^ ^* My friend-^ 
arrived last night — discovered an alarming secret." What 
does he mean ? — " AU must be changed respecting my 
niece's marriage; I write in haste. Yo»r*s, Dumont.** 
Great heaven .1 do you know his motive, sir? I dread 
to ask you. — Already my son is at the altar ; by this 
time the marriage is indissoluble. 

Re-enter Martin, r. lot^ whitefanoursy S^e. 

Mar. It's done — it's done ; they are married — their 
job's done. Ah, sir, if you had but seen it, — such a 
touching €eren.ony. 

JEii^^r Dumont, r. 

Ber. Mr. Dumo.it, it is too late 3 the vow is takes-— 
they are marled. 

Dum. Alas ! my poor Julia. 
- G. Ger, My friend, Dumont ! this letter- 
Dum. Forget it, I coigure you. 
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O. Ger. Neyer ; it mdst be explained immediately. 

Dim. (l. c.) Since you insist, — know, tlien, that last 
night, in an infamous gaming-house, I saw — 

{^Music at distance. 

Ber, They are returned ; spare the innocent Jaliay 
and guard the honour of your son. by eternal secrecy. 

O. Ger, Never ; I will pierce this mystery. 

Enter Albert, Julia, Malcour, Brideimaids, ^c. 

Jvl. (c.) My uncle ! — ^friend ! — father ! [Embrace,'] 
Now, indeed, Tm happy. 

Alb, (r. 0.) What do I see ? 

Mai^ (r.) The stranger that last night— 

Alh, And Bertrand ; we — we are betrayed ! 

Jul. [Looking at Albert, and then at Dumont.] What 
means this? Yon don't speak, Albert — ^my uncle stands 
before you. 

Alb, Your uncle? I declare I had lost all recollec- 
tion of Mr. Dumont; I regret that you arrived too late 
for the ceremony. 

0,Ger, [Akmd.] Perhaps^you ought to thank' heaven. 

Mai. Do you mark youHather ? 

O. Ger, Retire a moment, my daughter. 

Jhtm. What would you do 7 

O. Ger, I would speak with my son. Julia, retire. 

[CommandiHg, 
. Alb. Stay— I forbid your going ; you have no master 
now but me. It is useless to surround yourselves with 
mystery ; I know the outrage you've prepared, — I know 
from. wbeBBd it comes — the author is before me, and 
shall answer for this infamous treason [Thrdatening Ber- 
lrofid]/^itfa his life. 

Ber, (l.) Me? 

O. Ger, Rash and unguarded youth. 

Diun. Insult no one here ; I am the only person. 

Alb, You I you will not dare, — remember, we met last' 
night-— wheriB'— you had betler conceal. ' [Sign^e^ntly, 

Enter Martin a^.the top, l. alarmed, 

• * 

ilfar. Oh, sir I there's a magistrate, with a party <of 
the police ; he says, he must speak with you immedi- 
ately. 
O. Ger, To speak with me t Show him In. 
'Alb, A magistrate? 
• Jlo/. ShttuM it be about the diamonds— my mind mis* 
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Jhim. My friend — prmerve the honour of yonr house, 
let all strangers retire. [Exeunt ViMtiors^ 

Enter Everard, a Magistrate, and Officers, u 

Eve. It is with regret that I disturb this nuptial cele- 
bration, but my duty demands it. Are not you Mr. Al- 
bert Germ^iqe ? 

O Ger. My — my son, sir ? 

Eve. A robbery has been committed near a certain 
notorious gaming-house, long under surveillance ; you, 
Mr. Albert Germaine, are one x>f the frequenters of that 
house. 

O. Ger, How ! can it be ? Albert f [With surprise. 

Eve. (l. c.) Last night a casket of jewels was con- 
veyed to that house by a suspected female ; those jewels 
were for you, and are swof n to be in your possession. 

Jul. (c.) Albert ! > 

Alb. (r; c.) Silence. 

O. Gtr. Can it be 1 Albert, behold the gambler^s ex- 
ploits — behold my name disgraced ; a. iiame,-~no man 
Qver lived that dared sully ;the brightness of that name. 
Remove the degradedr— the perjured wretch'---whom I 
renounce for evjQr. 

Eve. You deny it not. 

Al^. Whf should I deny it^ Am I not the free matter 
of my fUctions, — may J not buy baubles to please my 
fancy ;, if those baub^s come from an impure source, 
am I obliged to know it? . • 

itfol. (r). Oubd I Well argued. 
. Alb. Ha, .ha ! [IrcwgAs.] Well, sir, what ittore have, 
you to urge ?. 

Eve. Yonr appearance before the bench now sitting. 
I come to bring you there. 

Alb. Me! > 

Eve, Why this alarm? None but the guilty need fear 
our laws. 

. O. Ger. What ! . a son of mine — a suspected' Grininal 
at the bar of justice I. Break, heart — break. 

[Faints in chair, 

Jul. In the t name of heaven,«^for' mevey spare my 
husband^ behold. his &ther'franguish-^*hready we trem* 
ble for the old man's life : do not — do not by this one 
blow send him.to hiJB grave. (Falls •AfterftnMs. 

Eve. [Raises her.] Madam, the pmfWB of beauty in 
distress-— an agedfather'a'tearsi-^tlie Mnetily >of 'the nap- 
tial hoar— all would move me, had not dutg^iSlfM 
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her dioTfionds,"] — Ah, what do I see I can it be>— [£oojIm of 
a paper] — the very diamonds which — 

Jul, Horror i Oh ! no, no— he — he could not be so 
base. 

4/6. Julia i [Tries to make her go. 

Eve, Hold, sir ! Madam, I suspect the diamonds on 
your person are those that have been stolen. 

Jul, Ah! [iScreaww.] Off! — Off! — Infamy — no more 
defile me ! * [Unclasps ihem* 

Mai, [Seizing Albert" s hand,] Don't name me. 

Jul. There, sir) there. [Wildh/,] Surrounded by 
horrors — where — oh where shall I look for succour? 

Dum. Here, my child— in the arms of your truest friend. 

O, Ger, Execrable act— ^ay of maledielion — oh ! I 
feel — I feel death's hand is on me. 

[He faints, and is carried off by Serumts, l. d. Earit 
Julia with him, 

Dum, [To Everard.] Sir, you see the danger of this good 
old'uiah's life ; doubtless you may have just cause for 
your suspicions — but insist not on his following this in- 
stant ! 

Eve. The law must take its course. 

Alh, I attend — Sir, [To Ihimant] if you would prove 

yourselfyourniece*s truest friend, seek and console her. 

[Music — Eve. Alb. and Qffi. exeunt, L, and Dum, r, 

Mai. This absence shall be turned to my account — 
Richard 1 

Enter Richard, Malcour^s Young jockey. 

Mail. So — ^you know the Lady Julians boudoir t 
- Ric, Ay, sir. 

Mai. And the rope*-ladder I — is it there concealed ? 

Ric. It is. . 

Mai. Haste, then—conceal yourself, and when the sig- 
nal from t^e window's given, expect my entrance'T^no 
uore«-raway ! [Bar or two /tf imaic» Exeunt, 

SCENE llI.—Another room in Old Getinaine^i house. 

Enter Madame Bblcodr, r. 

M. Bel. (c.) Poor Julia ! — I have removied her fr6m the 
death-bed scene, to her own chamber.-^Alas ! I*fetir the 
worst. — AJetter to the dying father^ received a few short 
minutes past, proclaims this reckless son guilty of ftir- 
ther crime — I dread to think onH !— Btit, to the former 

o 
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crime is added — ^forgery I^Hark ! those groans 1 those 
shrieks !~ 

Enter Ddmont m great agitation, l. 

Af. Del. Now, sir — the cause ! — does our venerable 
friend suryive ? 

Dum, He is no more ! — The threatening letter, and the 
proof of the forged note, struck him so deeply to the heart 
that he but livM to utter — hush ! — breathe it not, to Julia, 

M. Del, I guess : he died in anger with his son. 

Dwn, Died, cursing him1 — proclaimed him parricde : 
nay, more — these were his words, *' Albert Germaine, 
thou art a son already parricide ; thou wilt be a most 
brutal husband, and a most unnatural father ! — gaming 
will open the abyss of misery ; and thy life will end in 
torment, horror, and despair!*' 

M, Del. [Weeping.^ Oh, Julia! should this, awful 
eurse be known, you never would survive it i 

Dum, Speak I — inform me^where is my poor devoted 
niece ? ^ 

M. Del. Where she expects my coming— in her anti- 
chamber. 

Dwn, Lose not a moment ; meantime, as Albert's ig- 
nominious death will but increase her sufierings, say 
that, for her sake, 111 struggle to preserve him — ^time 
IS precious — if saved, he may repent. 

M. Del, Never ; the gambler's fate is fix'd ; and by 
his crimes his days are numbered.^But Julia shall have 
hope ! — Farewell ! ^Exeunt, 

SCENE I V.-*^7lliia'« Boudoir. A harp at the back qf the 
atage, r. ; near a window at the back, c. a harp case^ l. 
The Little Jockey opens the harp-case and comes out, ob- 
serves the room, and listens'^he hears a noise" runs and 
shuts himse^in the harp-^ase — Madame Beleour enters^ 
R. D., and Ughts two candles on the toilette tabkf at the 
back nf stage, r. 

EnterJvLiK, 

M. Del, Fcttr nothing, JuUa--l'll mind that all is 
fast.— Ere long I will return ; and, I trust, with welcome 
tidings. 

Jul* Oh! may Dumont preserve him, for he is my hos- 
^nd still. — Good night I Stay, take Uie key of the pri 
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Tate staircase^shoQld my uncle or Bertrand come — I 
have it not — 'tis in my chamber — I will find it — despatch. 
— Oh fate, fate, when will thy tortures end f 

lExit to chamber^ r. ]>• 

Re-enter immediaJtelyy with the key, 

Jul, There is the key of the private staircase ; re^ 
ceive my uncle or Bertrand there ; if my husband re> 
turns, I'll open this door. ' [a. n. e. 

Af. DeL Fear not — I'll see all safe — heaven bless you f 
[Muac — EtU Julia to chamber, R,'-'Madame loch door, r. u. E. 
leaving the hey in—goes to door^ L.U.E. — exit, lochmg the dooi 
and tdldng the key with her. — The harp-caae opens s^tly, and 
Ric^rdt the Liitle Jockey, eomesout with caution — looks about 
attentively — listens at the doort^-opens the window s^^«— 
loaves a white handkerchirf^ vs^h appears to he aruwered — 
goes to the harp-easoy takes out a lad^ of ropes — after tying 
the end to the wiridow, throtot it out, — Malcour comes up, 
a sword ifi his hand and a pittol in his pocket — Little Jockey, in 
action, rehires silence"— ^unos where Julia is — then runs to 
the table, takes up the bell, nods to Malcour, and pulls out the 
clapper, smiling archly — Malcour commends him, gives him 
money, S^c, S^c. Kxit down the ladder, wMch Malcour puUs 
up, arid remains alone, 

Mai, (c.) At length the game is in my hand ; Albert 
cannot return ; he is safe in prison, and the hand of jus- 
tice perhaps — Courage, Malcour, courage ! [IAeteiM,1 
Haughty fair one, you shall not long defy my love ! 
[ Malcour glides by the wall, puts lus sword on a chair, L., goes 
to R. D., tvJces out the key, drops it first, and then puts it in 
his poehet-^lhe noise <Uarms Julia, she coma out of R. d. 
Jul, What noise was that ?~Surely some one — who, 
who's there ? [Paiwc] They reply not — Who's there? 
3IaL Malcour. . [Advancing, 

Jul, Malcour! 

Mai, (c.) Silence ! — ^no alarm, Julia ; but hear me ! 
Jul, (r.) Leave me*-I command you — oi^-IRum to 
*«//.]— Ah I 

V [He emilee, she runs to door, r. v. e., nUesee the key, 
Mai, You see I have prevented. [Shows the key. 

Jul, Am I, then, lost? 

Mai, No ; I come to save you— spite of your cruelty, 
I'll guard you in the hour of peril. We are alone^^un- 
disturbed — 
JuL Honor— alone at midnight! — and with this fiend 

C2 



26 TRS OA^IftLBIt's FATB. [ACt I. 

— ViUaSn ! yillain 1 — all beneath this roof know tiie 
hatred which I bear you. I have only to sumraon them to 
my aid, and they'll drive yoji hence, like the midnight 
ruffian that you are. Wretch, instantly open that door 
and fly f 

Mai, Fly \ — what, after all the trouble and the dan- 
ger that IVe run to see you thus alone, and in my power ! 
. Jul. Heavens ! have you no fear that — 

Mid* None ; your husband can never enter heife 
again ; your servants are soundly locked in sleep's em- 
brace — or, if any dare approach, behold \Showi a piaiol.2 
Nay, Julia, do not tremble ; should love give cause for 
fear ? *Spite of your disdain, I'll snatch you frotai the 
misery that now surrounds you ; your husband is coik\ icted 
•^lost — dishonoured ; then break the chain that binds 
you to his fate, and find in me a faithful friend-^—a 
fond protector. [A knock at d; r. s. e.] What's that 1 

[Starts up. 

Alb. lWith<mt,'\ Open, Julia, open. 

Mai. (c.) Confusion! Albert, *tis Oermaine. 

JtU, (a. c.) My husband 1 Ah, should he see this 
friend. 

Alb, Open— quick, I say. [Itnpatiint. 

Jul. Fly, villain, fly, and save thy wretched life. 

Mai. Remember, dare to betray me, I'll first destroy 
your fame, and then your life. [Looks at case, measurea 
distance f then puts out the light. 

Alb. Open this instant, or 111 force the door. 

Jul. Oh! my spirits fail — Vm weak — very weak. 

[Staggers towards door^ a., falls senseless — Germaine 
Jwces the door—enters — gropes across — throws off his 
cloak. 

Alb. No one here I all's silent ! — Haply Julia sleeps, 
and knows not I've escaped by generous Pumont's aid ; he 
has preserved me ! — Hal — heard I not voices? No — 
flight— instant flight, alone can save me — Julia shall ac- 
company me — she must be my consolation — I am cer- 
tain that she loves — fondly loves me. [Going round near.the 
harp case-, finds a chair, which he hangs his cloak on — 
9ti ikesMaicour's sword, which is lying in the ehair— it falls.] 
A sword! how is this? whence came ii2-^Feels the 
hUt.'] It is not mine — Ah ! this door was fastened on the 
inside— those voices when 1 knocked — gracious heaven, 
am I betrayed ? — Betrayed by her, the traitress ! Now, 
by tlie fury wkich aiilmates my soul— their blood— 
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[Crosses to b., shmUes against Julia.'} What's this ?— 
Julia, ^enseiess-^ying ! what can have happened ? 
Jutia, my beloved J alia— 
. [With affection — He raises her, she slowly recovers^ 

stares tcHdly roundy till her eye meets his. 
.■ Jul. Ah, my husband ! mercy, mercy. 

\_Cl€ups his knee. 

Alb. Mercy, said'st thou ! that word condemns her — 
thou art guilty. 

Jul. No, no ; but I tremble — fly. [Albert looks round 
anxiously.'^ Seek him not — he — he — ^is no longer here. 

Alb. No longer here ? Wretch, speak, where is your 
lover ? 

Jul, I have no lover. ' 

Alb. Liar accursed ! behold — [Shows the sword.} IVc 
found— rWho«-who was here ? 

Jul. I dare not tell ; you would shed his blood. 

Alb* Right, I would. Oh, shame ! to profit by my 
troubles, to consummate thy most disgusting treason ; 
now, by an injured husband's soul I swear, he dies be- 
fore your eyes ; speak ! where is he secreted t 

Jul. I know not. 

Alb. He is here, and parts not hence with his life ; 
villain, come forth. 

[Music. — Examines chamber behind harp-eqse, and goes 
to door, L. '-'finds it locked. 

Alb. The key. 

Jul. I have it not. 

Alb. The key ! [Furiou^] the key ! 

[Forces door, l. and exit— Mdlcour comes out of the case, 
and cocks his pistol — After a pause. 

Enter Madame Belcour with a light, r. o. u. b. 

M. Bel. Oh, ma'anj, Mr. Bertrand is come ; he must 
see your hus'band. 

Jul. Bertrand 1 then heaven is just, my uncle sends 
me succour. 

Enter Bertrand, r. d. u. b. 

Ber. Where's your husband ? he has been traced — 
the soldiers approach the house. . [Exit Maicsur .t 

Jul. Quit me not-^oh! a dreadful error drives my 
husband mad — ^he seeks for blood. 

C3 
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Enter Malcour and Albert, from chofnbery l. — n 
Malcour points toith his pistol to Bbrtrand — 
Albert snatches it from him. 

Mai, There stands the seducer of your wife. 

Jul, Ah ! , [ScreoMs. 

Alb. Villain, an injured husband's hand. 

Jul. Hold, hold— 

[Julia rushes between them— Madame Belcour forces Ber-' 

traftd into room, R. — Albert throws off Julia to the centre-^ 

crosses to Madame BeleouVj throvx her from the door, and 

rushejoff, when a shot is instanthf heard^^Jutia shrieks and 

falls* 

Enter Dumont, l. 

Dum, Fly, wretched man — lose not a moment ; a car* 
riage with the swiftest horses — all — all are ready«*fly. 

. [Drum-roll heard* 
Alb. Yes, I fly — [Points.} but I'm revenged ; and 
thou, my oace-loyed Julia, I — I — will not kill thee — n6 
—no — ^partner of my fligbt-r-I — I — ^yes, she still shall' 
share my fate. 

[He rakes the senseless JvX'ia — throws her across his Moulder — 
niskes off l. d., which Martin tries to fasten, as Madame' 
Belcour does the R. D.^^Siddiers now Jorce R. O., and rttii 
to L. D. — Martin and Madame have placed themselves be- 
fore it — Soldiers throw them to R. — Madame Belcour and 
Martin look through the windrno and shnut, 
M. Bel. Safe I — safe ! — safe I 
Mar. I see them galloping ! I see them galloping! 

[Curtain drops quickly. 
END OF act I. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I. — Outside qf a German Inn on the Mnuicfc 
Road — SigUy Golden Lion — two Travellers discovered 
sitting at a table l., one smoking, the other reading a 
ntwspa^er. 

Enter Mrs. Baalamb, with Carl and BAbET. 
Mrs, Baa. (o.) Come, q«iek, Babet ; stir your stumps, 
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girl ; lay the tables m proper order, hnd, Car], run to the 
cellar, fill the caofi "with the best tap— the farthest barrel 
-^Dot the one we use for vinegar ; we'll give that a holy- 
day to-day. Babet, the griird fowl for the traveller 
in No 4. [Baalamb cracks his whip without. 

Baa. [ Without,} There, put Grizzle in the stable. 

Mrs. Baa, There, there's my little husband ; I must 
go gi>e him welcome j meantime, bustle, Habet, bustle. 

[Exit into house, 

1 Tra, Well, what news, brother traveller? 

2 Tra. Why, not much, only [Reads.] " On Friday 
last, an alarming fire broke out in the scene-room of the 
Theatre .Francois, which, with great difficulty, was got 
under, but not until two lives were lost, and much valua- 
ble scenery destroyed." 

1 Tra, Why, zounds, that fire happened twenty years 
ago. 

2 Tra. Twenty years ago! [Turns to the dateJ] So it 
did — ^Ihe paper's twenty years old ! — Well, that's droll ! 
but it was the only one I could find in this out-of-the- 
way inn, and as I always forget what I read, any news 
is new to me — shall I go on ? '^ Escape from prison. — 
Albert Gerraaine, convicted of felony and forgery , and 
v^ho escaped by aid of a confederate, some time ago, has 
net yet been heard of." 

1 Tra,' Tbafs not true: I heard of him at Spa, where, 
in addition to the loss of his own property, he contrived 
te lose every shilling of- his wife's. Poor woman, she 
had then two children ; the eldest must be now in his nine« 
teenth year, and, like his parents, pennyless, unless he 
made money at sea, where he was sent at seven years 
old; further I ' know not,— no, not even if this ruined 
gambl(;r live. 

Enfer Baalamb and Mrs. Baalamb. 

Mrs, Baa.Welcome again, my little Baalamb. [BaaUmlr 
takes papers from his pocket.} Eh, what are those papers ? 

Baal, I met the Weisback postman on the road ; here 
are two letters, — there. [Gives one, 

Mrs, Baa. For me? Why, I declare it's from my Cousin 
Windy, the bellows-maker to his majesty : I love to 
correspond with people connected with the court. 

Bel, The other' is for some one I don't know, — a 
French captain, travelling, who intends to stop at th« 
Oolden Lion% 
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. Mr$, Baa. (p,) Lef 6 le^^ 

Baa. (r. 0.) Curiosity, Mrs. Baalamdb Ah I 

Mrs, naa. Um — um — at Mr. Baalamb's ; that's yoQ« 

Baa Yes, I'm the only Baalamb about these parts. 

Mrs. Baa. To be left at the Golden Liony on the Mu- 
nick Road. 

Baa. Many customers in my absence f 

Mrs. Baa. One, a traveller, who goes this morning. 

Baa. IVe news for your curiosity, wife : you know 
that ill-looking fellow who arrived here one fine morn- 
ing, about two years ago; he said he rame from all 
manner of places; he*d a wife and a little girl, and 
looked so plaguy poor f 

Mrs. Baa. What, the stranger of the Red Mountain f 
Albert, as they call him ? 

Baa, Well, — he's to be driven out of the hundred. 

Mrs. Baa. What for? 

Baa. What for I Why, because he's poor ; he^s never 
paid any rent at all, — and there's a 'whole year's tax 
due ; he's to be drummed out to-morrow, as a stranger 
and a swindling vagabond. 

Mrs, Baa. Without a home 1 What's to become of his 
poor wife and little girl ? 

Baa. What do I care-raway y^itk them all, it will be 
a good thing for the Golden Lion ; for, since the vaga- 
bond has lived in the mountain, people are afraid to 
pass that way ; and, after sunset, instead of staying 
here and ge^iug drunk, as honest Germans should, they 
get home as fast as they can. When he comes here 
sometimes, to take his half-pint of small beer, perhaps, 
all the customers take hold of their jugs, and sneak 
away from the table where he sits. He*s a horrid-look- 
ing fellow--seems like a man accursed, that some male- 
diction was over him. 

Mrs. Baa. Mercy on us ! and I was last week at bis 
cottage. 

Baa* What, you ! yon coudn't be so foolhardy f 

Mrs, Baa. The man wasn't there ; I saw his .wife and 
her little girl. Oh, mercy !— what misery, — it touched 
my heart, and I gave — I couldnt help it — I gave them^ — 

Baa. Gave! Pray what? 

Mrs. Baa. Two pence ! 

Baa* Two-pence ! Oh, Mrs. Baalamb, Mrs. Baalamb, 
yoo must be mad, to go about making ducks and drakes 
of a man's property. Weil, it must be recovered — it 
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must be recovered; the next trayellev that calls for 
wine, I must draw it out of the vinegar cask. Fie, Mrs. 
Baalamb, fie ! 
Mn, Bca, They were without bread. 

Enter Party qf Peasant LaJwurerttfrom titp, 

1 PeiU Some drink here, Baalamb — some drink. 

[They dt at the table, R. Musie. 

Enter Albert, twenty years older, in ragged. clothes 
•^advances — takes a vacant 'place at a table, l., 
where two Peasants are conversing — they stare at him — 
express their uneasiness — take their mug and glass, and 
slink away to r. table — Albert absorbed in thought. 

Alb, What is memory, — a blessing or a bane? What 
tells it ? [Shudders.'] Ob, ma belle France! Land of my 
birth — my beloved country ; twenty years a wretched 
outcast and an exile from thee ! Paris — scene of my 
former — Memory, avaunt! to some a blessing^ — but to 
me, a curse. [Sinks in agamy on the table. 

Enter Baalamb, from house. 

Baa. (r.) What, Snooks, have you changed your 
place. [They point,'] Eh! —oh, I see how it i8,-^tfaat 
fierce-looking devil of the mountap— 

Enter Mrs. Baalamb, from house. 

Wife — there, [jpoints] just as I told you ; thaf s the chap 
to clear a table. ^ 

Mrs. Baa,. Mercy on us ! how miserably lean and pale 
lie looks. 

Biia, Ah, he looks half starved. 

Mrs, Baa, Come, my good little Baalamb, give him 
some help. 

Baa, He}p ! perhaps he'll take a fancy to help him- 
self; so rU begin by telling him, " his carriage stops the 
way :" I'll just civilly beg him to put " the ten-toed ma- 
chine in motion.'* 

Mrs, Baa, Well, well-— ^you needn't be too hard with 
the poor devil. 

3aa, Leave that to me ; I'll spe&k as becomes a publi- 
can* [Strutting up to him.] Holloa! there, you — you 
mister what's your name, from the Red Mountain. 

[_Knodcs his knuckles on table — rouses Albert, who looks 
Jteredy at him; Baalamb retreats — bows* 

Alb, What's your will? 

Baa. Eh! ATby^that is*-my will is; that is— I 
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vrishy as near as possible, to obtalti a knowledge of 
what the devil you want here ? 

Alb, Nothing, but to rest my weary limbs upon this 
bench. [Sight, 

Baa. Why, as to tlie bench, — as a man, I don't refuse 
the bench ; but, as a publican, I must say that the table 
was occupied. 

Alb, I disturbed no one ; I took a vacant place — I had 
a right to take it. 

Baa, A right ! come, 1 like that, — a right ! [Jlfrs . Baa- 
lam pulls hiacoat,^ Let me alone, wife ; I'll prove myself 
a man of courage ; do you think I'm afraid, now we are 
ten to one ; no, no— >I'll speak to him if he were twelve 
feet high, instead of six. Poh ! poh ! wife— a cock- 
sparrow will speak to a goo^e when his interest is con- 
cerned. — Right, indeed ! what right have you, who call 
for nothing to drink, to displace honest men, who drink 
like the devil ? £h, hum ! 

Alb, [Looks at him and waUcg aside,'] Oh, Albert ! is 
this the scene thy boyish fancy painted,-— is this the 
scene thy early manhood promised ? 

Baa. [Follotoing consequeniialiy,] Ob, oh 1 I see you 
can take a hint, if you take nothing else. 

Alb. (l. c.) You hav*nt much feeling f 

Baa, (a. c.) Feeling ! poh— can't pay rent and taxes 
with it. 

Alb, True : I've walked far and have no money ; 
if you'll give me a glass of water, I shall be able to 
continue my journey. 

[SiU dovn, faint ; Baalamb and Wife look at eadi olhtr^ 

Mrs. Baa. (a. c.) Husband ! 

Baa. (r.) Well, water's cheap ; I hav'nt the heart 
to refuse him, — a man must be charitable sometimes* 

Mrs. Baa Water ! poh ! give him a little beer. 

Baa, What? 

^frs. Baa, Small beer, and a cut of bread— 

Baa, Would you ruin your husband ? 

Mrs Baa. Consider, he's a man. / 

Baa. Yes, and a strapper. Well, there's some stale 
bread, and the fellow has a good set of grinders. 

Mrs, Boo. Put a bit of something on the bread, by way 
of relish ; there, go. 

Baa, [As Albert is going,} Holloa! you sir, — [Albert 
tumsfiercelyJl — don't make a row ; I'm going to give you 
something to eat — wait a moment. 

[Baalamb goei to hout^ — wifs attsndsgustts* 
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Alb. I cannot return to my miserable hovel witfaoat 
bread for my wife and child. I cannot see them pine 
for food. IWipeahiB eye,'] To-morrow we shall be driven 
from onr wretched home. ICtuts kU eyes rvtrnd."] If I - 
could meet some one alone — this arm^-^I hare no other 
chance— we— we cannot starve. 

Enter Baalamb ; Mrs, B. take8rtffe$hme»is from him, . 

Mn, Baa, There— there's a magof beer— ^ 

Baa, Small I . [Ande. 

Mrs* Baa, And a bit of bacon to relish the bread. 

Baa. I took the bacon out of the mouse-trap ! [Aside, 

Mrs. Baa, There, eat and drink ; providence will aU 
ways protect you, if your conduct meHt it. 

[At the toard providence, Albert, about to drink with avidity , 
stops. 

Alb, Providence I [Sighs deeply — at last drinks — about 

to eat voraciously — stops suddenly — breaks a wwU piece 

/or himselff and puts the remainder in his pocket.] For my 

-wife and child. [With much feeling — eaJts with eagerness. 

Enter Limoorf, the traveller, from the house, who re 
gards Albert with compassion, 

Mrs. Baa, (r. c.) Ah ! there's the traveller about to 
depart for Munick. — Servant, sir; hope you slept well, air 

Lin. (€.) Perfectly, my good dame; tell me who is 
that poor creature ? . 

Baa, What, that man there? Oht he's a stranger, 
that lives on the Red Mountain ; they say he comes from 
France. 

Lin, Misery seems written on his visage. Spare diet, 
that^-I am an odd fellow, landlord ; before I commence a 
journey, I always find out some real object'bf charity ; 
I'm silly enough to think that it insures happiness for the 
day : — put a bottle of wine upon yonder table, and I 
dafe say that the poor fellow won't think it a great 
trouble to share it with me. 

Baa, Mercy on us, sir ; would you drink with that 
poor devil? 

Mrs. Baa. Be quiet, you fool ! What is it to you who 
he drinks with, so that you sell your wine. Carl I a bot- 
tle Qf the best wine, with the green seal, mind — quick ! 

Lin, I must be at Munick early; let me have your 
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. Mra^Baa, In a miDUte,-^rve only this footUe to add. 

^Goes to htntte, bring* slate and peiusii ; tit$, u, e.- r. bench, 
■ Carl bringitoine to Lmdorf, whoTpoints to Albert^ tabled 

fie puts it th«re with gUthtes, As Albert is about to drink hi$ 

email beer, Lindorf Uikes it from him, throws it away, and 

pours out wine,— 'Smiling* . ' 

Lin: Taste that wine, my fine fellow ; you'll find it 
agree with, your stomach better than small b^r. 

ILindorf' takes the glass to dritik ; Albert does the same ; Pea- 
sants express surprise, 

Lin. " May Heaven assist those who deserve its 
bounty t"' [Albert, with glass at his lips, conscience^ 
stricken, sinks his glass.} Come, drink, my friend, drink. 

Alb. [Recovering, drinks.] Ah, this wine has^ reani- 
mated me. 

Lin, Well, my poor friend, I am glad it has done you 
good. Come— [Ffi/« again.} Here's ** better fortune to 
you." 

Alb, '< Better fortune !" [Drinks,] To-morrow I am 
houseless— the forest, or the cold Jock, the pillow for 
my wife and child ! . [Aside. 

Baa, Wife, harkye : I am afraid of that fellow. If 
he should harm the good-natured stranger — 

Mrs. Baa, Six and five are thirteen. You put me 
out, you fool. Nine — eleven and a half— ^arry one. 

TReektming, 

Lin, Tell me, n^ frieod, do you know this country 

W€ll? 

Alb. Every foot 

Lin. They tell me there is a short cut to Monicky much 
nearer than the high road. 

Alb. By the Red Mountain ; 'tis nearer by a third. 

Lin. The deuce ! — ^That*8 a great deal. Can I go on 
horseback? 

Alb, Easily, with a guide who knows the road. [A 
tuddfn thought strikes him,] You are not of this country 7 

Lin, From Switzerland, travelling to the north. 

[Alben-t ruminates aside, L. 

Mrs Baa* There's yonr account, sir: supper, bed, 
breakfast for your horse and yourself, and this bottle. 

[Shovting him the slate, 

Lin. Very moderate. 
[Takes out a large purse (f gald^ throws some on the table; Al- 

bei-t looks at the g(Ad, then at Undorf, 

Alb, Gold !— My almost forgotten friend ! Ah 1 wUk 
tba%^um 
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Xm. Tell them to eaddle m/ norse, and strap on my 
portmanteau* 

Mrs, Baa. All's ready, sir. 

Alb. What road wilt he take ? Fll be witl him. 
Yes! With that gold, once more I might — [Joyful anti- 
cipaiion,^ Yes, he comes to free me from these loath- 
some rags I Yes — [Sudden Jkorror.] No, no, no ! I — I 
'* thirst^, and he gave me of his cup." No^ no, never ! 
liet me fly him. [Going. 

Lin. Stop, my friendj a word. [Albert stops] As 
this is a bolyday, I may find it diflicult to procure a 
guide. Humph ! This poor devil might earn a trifle — 
[(woes to Albert J] I wish to arrive early at Munick. J 
think of takmg the shortest road. Will you be my 
guide 1 

Alb. I ! 

Xm. Ay, you ; Til reward you for your trouble. 

Alb. [Aside*'] Why, why am I tempted ? Down, fiend, 
8owo ! [Struggles.] No, no ! 

Xtn. No I Why not ? You know the road. I shall 
be generoub ; and you look as if you needed. 

Alb. I do, indeed. Well, I attend you. 

Xia. That's right. Come, finish the bottle. 

Alb. What means It is impossible ! I — I cannob 

resist my finte ! [Asidn. 

Baa. (a.) I ^^^ 7^^ ^ ^^^ speak (if I could get au> 
thing by holding my tongue, indeed 1) But, wife, I 
wont have Such a thing on my conscience. Considei, 
I've a publican's conscience. Beg pardon, sir, but 

Mrs. Baa. (c.) Be quiet. Baalamb ; yon are a fool. 
Would you prevent the poor man's earning an honest 
penny 1 What' is there to fear 7 In the middle of the 
day ! Consider; to-morrow, himself, his starving wife, 
and his poor little girl, are to be driven from their home. 
Come, come; he's a husband and a father: the little 
money he'll get will help him to leav«« the country, and 
we shall get rid of them all. 

Baa. £h I ah, yes ! — Some reason about that. 

[During ike above, Lindorf has pat on kit cloak, and is 
ready to go. 

Enter Caal, l. n. e. 

CarL The horse is at the gate, sir. 
Lin. Farewell, landlord — good bye, hostess. Come, 
my good fellow, let*3 be off. 
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lAOttrt iati inHHfdgkty LMorf taptkmcniha thmUer. 
Thgy txeunt througf^ flat, C. 

Enter Villagbrs, as Archers^ for a Fete* 

Baa, Come, wife, bastie, bastle ; don't forget to score 
double, as it is a holyday. Quick, Carl, Babet — the 
bows and arrows for " my dear friends," to shoot for the 
prize. [Distrihutes botes and arrows.] Bring down your 
bird at the first shot, then return, and drink and dance 
till midnight 

[MuAc. Exsunt Viliagers and Mrs, Baalamb into- tks 
haute, BatUamb and Carl into cellar, 

SCENE IL-^A Parlonr in the Inn. 

Enter Henry Germaine, in undress untformf l. 

Hen. '^ The Golden Lion." Correct, according to 
ray arrangement. I am here to receive a letter with in= 
formation on which my fatnre happiness depends. — 
Within there. [CaBs. 

Enter Carl, l. 

CarL Your pleasure, sir. 

Hen, The master of the house. 

Carl, I'll send him. Sir. ^Exit, L. 

Hen, (c.) I am now near my journey*s end, "and my 
long-lost parents will be found. My poor mother ! — 
So kind, so good 1 And my father— alas ! he has been 
guilty ; but he has expiated his crime by twenty years 
of exile froin his native land — twenty years of the keen- 
est suffering, of misery, and want. 

Enter Baalamb, bnoimg, R. 

You are the master of this inn ? 

Baa, Yes, sir ; and, if I am not deceived, yon [Takes 
out a letter] are a stranger, and a military man. Humph 1 

Hen, I am from France. 

Batu From France t There, how oddl I taw it in 
a moment You expect something at the Golden Liod. 
Humph 4 

Hsn. A letter, which I now request of you. 

Boo. How odd t I kn^w it — saw it in his face. 
Ir-e-t-t-e-r. IHenry impatient] One moment Letters 
are letters, especially when dey are not post-paid.^ I 
am particular. Your name ? 

Hen, Henry Germaine. 

Baa, Bless me, how odd ! So it is. [Reads,] ^ C«p- 
tain Henry Germame." Captain, receive 
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Men. Quick, sir, qviclu [2Var4 U ppm, aii(( re^(2<.' 

jBoa. A c«q>tain I A young ou^. He must have had 
some money to push him on. He's pleased. Some love^ 
affair, perhaps. . [Aside* 

tien. Are they so near? My parents— -my dearest 
mother ! My friend, assist me With some information, 
and ru reward you handsomely. 

Baa, Speak, sir, speak ; don't talk of reward ; I*m 
not mercenary. That's a lie ; but heMl soon find it out. 

[Aside, 

Hen, You know all the inhabitants of this neighbouv- 
hood? 

Baa, Every soul. Charming neighbours ; not one of 
them but has been blind-drunk at the Golden Lion. 

Hen, Haye you noticed a foreigner, a man between 
forty and fifty, poor, and seeking obscurity ? 
. Baa. No — no neighbour of mine. Poor, and*— -I 
wouldn't own him. 

Hen. They write that he has been living here these 
two years. 

Baa, Two years ! 

Hen^ And exercises the calling of a wood-cutter. 

Baa, Eh I — O, no ! — It canH be him— that's ootpossi- 
.ble. His name, if you please. 

Hen, He passes by the name of Albert. 

Baa* Albert 1 O, yes, certainly. A strong, robust 
Jellow ; a — a— -not at all like one of us. O, yes, I know 
the fellow ; but who tbe devil could suppose a blacl^* 
guard like thi^t a friend of ypur's ? 

Hm, Say nothing offensive of him, sirrah. [Checks 
khn-^ bows,"] He was married. Do you. know his 
wife? 

Baa. Hifl wife 1 O, quite a different sort of crea,ture— 
a good creature, but almost starving — in want of-^ 

Hen, My poor mother ! — ^you shall want no more. 
[Aside, and wiping his eyes,'] Where do they live ? 

Baa. A league from the villa.fi;e, on the R«d Moun- 
tain, in a miserable tumble-down cottage, just by the 
great precipice. 

Hen, What ! is their state so wretched? 

Baa, Misery itself. If you had come five minutes 
sooner, you'd have seen him, for he was here. 

Hen. Here 1 

Baa, Yes ; and, . out of charity^ I gave him a i^lice of 
breads just to keep the life in him. He's gone as guide 

l> 2 
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to ft Bfrangrr Across the momitain ; and, fbougli Ire's 
yonr friend, I wish he may get safe out of bis company, 
that's all. ' [Aside, 

Hen. [S'mh9 in a cfcatr.l My father !— with all his 
faults, he is my father I 

Baa. Eh I— oh, la( What's the matter? You want 
something. 

Hen. Yes, yes, that's it : iVe walked a long time in 
the air. 

Baa. Why,- Mrs. Baalamb, where the devil are you, 
my angel ? Babet ! 

Enter Mrs. Baalamb and Babet, l. 
Quick, some wine there; some of the best ; something 
to eat this instant for the young officer. [Exit Babet, l. 

Hen. [Starts up.] My friend, I must be gone this in- 
•stant My luggage will arrive this erening from Weis- 
back. Prepare your best apartment for my family, 
iThunder heard ai disttmce.] That for your trouble- — 
ICHves money.] Now point out the road to my — ^to Al- 
bert's cottage. 

Mrs. Baa. Albert's cottage ! For Hearen'a sake, 
what would you do there, sir? 

Hen* Quick, my friend ; eaeh moment is torture to 
my soul. 

Baa. Will you go without your winef Itightnmt^^ 

■Mrs. Baa. See how the lightning flashes. There's a 
dreadful storm brewing. 

Hen. I. heed it not T am no silken fool, to shrink 
before the mountain blast ; therefore, point out the road. 

Bua. See how all the holyday folks are running for 
shelter ! Hark to the thunder ! Ugh 1 See how it 
rains. Run, run, you rogties ! By the honour of a 
publican,, this will be a soaker ! 

Re-enter the Villagers, fearing the stwm. 
Hen. No pore delay, sir ; but point out the road to 

Albert's cottage. ^ •. _i. 

Baa. Well, if you will, why you must Go through 
the village ; leave the vrood to the right, then to the 
left (Ad lib.) 

{Music. Henry retnms, puts on hts eloakyWhteh h€ 
had ihrotvn on his seat^ and runs off. Stwm m- 
creases. The ViUtu^ers, and Baakinib and Wtfe, 
•exeunt, R 
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SCENE llh^Albert^s miserahle Cottage,— -Two windows 
without sashes ; through which are seen a sterile flntfuii- 
Iflin-^ di^omted door on one broken hinge, jUijpfing m 
iAtf wind^^ table, made out qf a bit of board, on wHeh 
ate a Itfrge and stfM lace cushion ; four broken chairs^ 
tk/ree R., one l. — ^U bespeaking misery and extreme po- 
verty, — An axe lying on the ground, L,B.t, — Wimd. 
. i4ihistl9ng loud ; lightning, i^c, 

EMer Julia, twenty years older, dressed miserably, ^v. ^c 
She places the table, and works and speaks between th^ 
thunder-claps. 

JuL_ (9. ) How the wind sweeps throagh this miserar 
ble hovel. Albert not returned. Should he not obtain 
employment— rshould he come back without bread for 
my child. [^Goes to the door, R., whtre the child is.J Siie 
sleeps — poor child — heaven prolong thy slumbers, and 
•pare me the g:rief of hearing those are'adful sounds, 
^* Moibor, some food, or I must perish." — [She weeps--' 
storm increases — s*he speaks in the intervals.} — But tears 
-^toars will not preserve my faitilshing child. No, no; 
I must be quick, and finish this lace — it roust fetch 
somethiiigy if but half a loaf of bread. [Works. — ThuM' 
der amd irtn(i.]-^]VIy Henry — my son ! He perhaps is 
hft^y. Years have passed since he was confided to loy 
uncle's care— "I should not know him again. 

[Wipti htr eyst. — Storm increases — She shivers in the bbut — 
the old doorii blown djwn, — Julia starts up^'—Ro^ fa 
child eiglU or nifiej screams, and runs from the door, L.S.H. 
into the arms of her mother. 

Rose* Mother I 

JuL My child ! Theiie*s nothing to fear— the wind has 
blown the old door down, thaf s ilh [Thunder* 

Rose. Ah ! but I'm so frightened— [JEfi^e« her head in 
Julia's dress, shaking with cold and fear.. — She's miserable 
CMd tkinhf ciad.Ji Whereas my father? [Looks round, olarmeeL 

JuL Not yet returned, my love. 

Rose* Don't cry. mamma — don't cry— I*m not so much 
afraid now* I*il help you to work— [Famt/y] — I'm not 
very hungry yet, mamma. 

Jul. My poor child — worthy a better fate. {^Kisses her* 

Rose. We must work — musn't we work every day now f 

JuL We must, indeed. [^Rose sits on a stool, working^ 
m^^fJuUa.^ That's my brave girl-(~courage, courage* 

d3 
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IZaMi Yes,mamm«L — courage f but — I can't work now. 

[^Shiverkig and languid, 

Jul, Why, my dear f 

Rose. Vm so cold. [^Skwering, 

Jul, Misery ! — ^misery ! [Quits work, and snatches up 
Rose,"] Here, my childr-I'll warm you in my bosom.— 
[AltemateUf pressing and kissing her. — A noise heard^ 
Hark ! Some one comes— then help is near— we shall 
not perish. [Puts her wofk dswn,'-~'Shs runs to door in t« 

Rose, It is my father I 

£iU«r Albert, d. f., qinck and agitated.'—'A hasket^ and 

napkin over it. 

Jul, Albert ! — ^Thank heaven you are returned ! 

Rose. Ohy father! we have been so afraid. 

Alh, Afraid I [Starts.'] Afraid of what ? 

Jul, The storm.-*But you have met no accident f 

Alb. Hey! — What say you? [Wandering,] Oh, n<^— 

JIG accident-* no acci . [Gv^es his hat and stick to 

Rose, who puts them in a comer, l. u. e.] See you not f 
hold— Ha! ha! ha! 

[Uncovers the baiiket »^f prooidons, which Ao takes-^he throws 
himself in chair, L. 

Jul. Ah ! Good heavens ! Who has thus kindly suc- 
coured our distress f — ^Was it from labour f [Shakes his 
head.] Thy prayers^ perhaps f [He looks wUdly,] Come, 
BfiB^ — come quickly ; embrace your father* 

iRvse runs to him ; he starts, and morotehf putt her away* 
. Thank no one--r«'K/ia has kdd napkin on table — 
Rose and Julia sit to eat.] Come, quick — I*m fatigued— 
a thirst devours me— my blood boils in my veins. Haste, 
haste ! [Goes to table — sits. 

Jul, Airs ready. Oh, Albert !— how pale and changed 
—you must have suffered — 

Alh. Suffered I It matters not— Come— -want nothing 
to-day — let us be happy. Some wine, Julia, some wine ? 
[She gives it— he puts the glass to his Hps^^then suddenly 
drops it, and starts away from the table to l.] When I was 
almost perishing — he proffered kindness, and *' I drank 
of his cup ;'' and yet I — horrible — [Sinks in chair, l. 

Jtf'. [Alarmed — rises, and goes to him.] Albert! 

Alh, There, there — eat. I want nothing. [Skeretums* 

Rose. It's very good indeed, papa — [Pause] — Isn't it, 
mamma ; and I am ^o hungry. [Eats with avidity. 

Alb, Eaty Rose, eat [Hiding his tears,] Eat, girl, eat 
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Rose, So I YfiVif papa, as fast as I can. [Pau8e» 

Alb, I'm thirsty— choking — Rose. Some water, girl, 
— water. [Rofie pours out water from pitcher — takes the 
cup to Albert — he looks at her — kisses her.'] I couldn't see 
her starve. [Drinks, and returns the cup* 

Rose, IScreams ] Look, look ! Papa is-hurt — there's 
blood upon his hand. ' 

Alb. Blood! [Conceals it,'] 

Jul. (c.) Albert, you are wounded ! 

Alb, Poh ! — ^nothing. Ascending the rock, I struck 
a corner—* it's nothing — I'm cold ; make a fire. 

Jul. A fire 1 With what I 

Alb, True, true — we have no wood. [Forced smile,] 
Well, we should rejoice ; our fortunes are changed— we 
quit this miserable calnn. 

Jul What say you ? 

Alb, We go hence at day-break. See, the baililTs 
command. [Shows paper, 

JuL Good heaven ! Driven hence-^then hav6 we no 
asylum. [Weeps^ 

Alb, No more tears, my Julia — ^have I not said, ^ our 
fortune's changed." To-morrow we depart for Vienna^ 
Hamburgh, or Berlin. 

Jul, Farther still from France— farther from my son. 

Alb. Pshat he knows us not. Your uncle, doubtless, 
taught your son to despise, — ^nay, curse, his father. 

Jvd. Miserable wretches that we are 1 Oh ! where 
are the means to travel t 

Alb, [Shows her a pHTSS,] Behold I 

JuL Gold I gold ! Albert 1— How did you obtain it 1 
[She facet hu «yc — guilty^ he smkt beneath her gase^ 

Alb, I — ^found it [Hesitating. 

Jul* Found it I [Sceptical. 

Alb. Half this sum will take us to an opulent town ; 
and, with the other half— [Joyou« anticipation'] — ^fortune 
cannot always be against me, I'll try her once again ; 
and, if she'll smile on me, I'll forgive her all her former 
frowns — ^when again in opulence. 

Jul, Albert— ^miserable man — a gambler still ! 

Alb, [Alarmed,] Peace, some one approaches— cover 
the food, and, remember, speak not' of my gold. 

[JuUa covers food with napkin. 

pnter Malcodr, d. f. — A poor miserable wretch, covered 
with ragSy with staff aud wallet, 

Mai. My good sir — my good, dame — have pity on a 
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poor miserable creature. For the love of heaven, joux 
charity. [ifoMs out his hand^ aitd advances dowly to ikt cabin, 

Jul, An unfortunate ! 

Rase. Ah, father 1 he is so very poor-— 

Alb. Let no one enter. {PetuUmtly. 

Jul. Remember,. we have just escaped the horrors of 
starvation. 

Rose, Yes, I was very hungry just now, papa. 

Alb, Drive him hence! 

• Jul, Speak not so harshly, Albert; his misery^ perhaps, 
has been less merited than thine. 

Rose, Let me give him sqme food — I know it's very 
hard to be hungry. 

Alb. I forbid it. 

Mai, You are very hard; this good dame is more 
compassionate than you ; and heaven will rewards 
\^Advancesto c] What do I see ! — Can it be ! Germaiae 1 

Jul \ ^^^cour ! [Albert seizes the axe, l. s. e. 

Aib, After twenty years of misery, has hell sent you 
hither to satisfy my vengeance. 

. \^Albsrt abmtt to apftt liilxUeow^t head — he holds «;) lus sttff to 
guard himself- — JuUa rum between, 

Jul, Hold ! no more blood — no more blood ! behold 
tills miserable wretch ! behold the fruits of muider ! 

Alb, Murder! 

\^DropB the axe^-^Rose pitks itupy and hidi'S ii» 

MaU (r.) [Pause.'\ What would you have gained by 
ny death ? [PnvLse,'\ Albert, I have iojured you ; but 
behold my care-worn — my attenuated form — this mise- 
rable garb — say, are you not revenged? [Pause^-ad- 
vancesastep,'] Geimaine, I offer you the hand of aa old 
repentant friend — forget the past, and together let us 
strive to find a way to cast these rags, and force fortune 
to be kind. 

[^Albert nts at a distance — gloemy — his wife near kirn, 
anxious to prevent a reconeiluUion ; he takes the child o* his 
hiee, plays with her eurls, to avoid the speech ef Maleour, 

Alb, (Starts up.'] Never \ Never ! No more of Mai- 
'oOur*8 friendship. 'Jwasyou that plunged me into this 
abyss of misery — 'twas you that made me homicide. 

Mai. True ; {Sighs,! but I have shared your pun* 
ishment Accursed like you— condemned like you — 
like you I fled : twenty years I've pined in want and 
misery, cursing the world, and crawling in despair. A 
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waaderiDg beggar on my way to Monlck, the itdftn, 
fatigae^ hunger, and the approach of night, made me 
enter here. Alaa ! I had long wished to meet an old ac- 
quaintance, if you will—an old friend. 

[Gradually advancing, holding <mt his hand, 

Jul,,lClinging to Albert'] Friend ! no, no ; there cao 
be no friendship with the wicked and the base ; fly, mise- 
rable man — fly hence, far from my husband — fiur as tha 
poles asunder* 

Mai, Julia, heap not reproaches on my poor houseless 
head ; [Wind heard,! cold and famine pinch my shat- 
tered frame. [Storm!] All I ask is, hospitality for ihe 
night, and, if you command it, at daybreak, 111 take my 
wallet and my staff', and never see yon more. 

Jui. Albert I 

An>» Julia, let your own heart decide. 

[^A tremendous fcurWeane— at Hut moment JuUa and Mah 
couf Aiver-^he child cling» to the father for utarmth — 
he presses her to his dde* 

Jul, [Pauses, looks out at the storm, then at him,"] Rest 
here ; it never shall be said that I exposed to the pelting 
of the pitiless storm the wretch that asked the shelter 
of my h amble roof. 

[Exit Julia and Rose, Uir, — Afusic— Jl^crt sits sullenly — 
Maleour advances to ihe tablsj takes off his totUlet, and puts 
down hit stiff. 

Mai, (c.) You grant me shelter, and I thank you ; 
you won't refuse me the scraps, the remnant of your meal ? 
.. Alb, [Sullenly,! Eat, eaX. 'i 

MaL [Takes off napkin,] The devil ! this doesnH de- 
note the poverty with Which he seems surrounded. 
Humph ! [Drinks.] The wine is good [A second,] 'Tis 
excellent !—[TAtr<2 glass-] — ^Very excellent, i' faith — 
[Aside, pause, eats,] Germaine, why do you sit there ?— 
Come, let us drink a cup, to the bright, the glorious 
days of our youtb« [Albert starts up wildly; Maleour, 
alarmed, quietly grasps his stt^ff.] How now ! still re- 
venge. [Prepared for defence.] 

Alb, No, no ; no more blood ! [Checks himseV.] 

Mai, [Pause, puts down staff, and eats and drinks,] He 

must have resources, and strange ones, I suspect. [Aside 

— ^Nmse.] Ah, Germaine, if that day would arrive, when 

I could once more try my luck at '* the old game," — one 

'opportunity, and my fortune's made. 

Aid^ HQw*^R<mscd.] How make your fortune ?— 

[Anxiautill, 
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MaL I^re 'fonched the chord that Tibrates sweetest 

pleasare to bis ear. lAside.'] 1 have found the secret — 

il^. 'The secret ! bow? what secret? [Impatientkf, 

Mai, (it. c.) I was long thinking of you before I ea* 

tered Germany* Our old friendship, our boyish spotts, 

' the regret of having aided your ruin — ali prompted me^ 

to share my secret with you, and endeavour to. repair 

the injury I had done you. 

Alb, (l. c.) What say you ? how could yon — so mi* 

serable 

Rhii. My rags belie my words. True, I knew you'd 
doubt it. Well [^ig^As.] some day you shall have 
pvoof. 

4.1b, [//njmiufnIJy.] Proof) of what? 

[Eiuh advancing by degrees towainds the otHeTy- c. 
Mai. It's no illusion. — By decided calculation, IVe 
found the 'secret by which I could break every gaming 
bank in Ita\y—- [Patue.] Poor as you see me, I'm al- 
ready on my rqad to Piedmont 

Alb, But what is this secret f \^Qmte cmxUms, 

MtU, I would not yield my secret for a million. As 

yet 'tis lierc«-[P9iii^« to hi$ head*"] How eagerly the 

gudgeon nibbles at the bait. [Aaid^^ 

[^Alhert vMlk$ aboiU in wild anti^tpation.'^Lodkt at MalcQur, 

then goes to A/m, aiui offers snuff from an old tin box— -Mai' 

eour taps the box to obtain the small quantity in the corner. 

Alb, Yet you intended to share it with me ? 

MaL Ah I but money is necessary to begin our pla^« 

And to meet you thus in abject poverty* - [iSiigrA«. 

Alb, Perhaps 

Mai, Ah } money, money t [Sigh$» 

Alb, Behold ! [Skows /im purse. 

Mai, Ooldi [Pause,"] Albert, friend of my youth, 
companion of many a gay and happy hour, what say 
you — shall we combine our fortunes— employ, I my se- 
cret, you, your gold? Has he more? [Aside j Is that 
all that you possess ? [Ind^fferenthf, 

Alb. Yes, is it not enough ? 
Mai. {Feeling the purse^-'shakea his head,] Humph ! I 

doubt it much. Ah ! if we were able How did you 

get that purse ? [SiynificmntHf, 

Alb. How! [Starts with horror."] I— I must not say — 

[Puts up the goldy walks awasfn 
Mai. [Aside,] Humph ! 'tis as I suspected. 
Atb. [After a pause.] Malcpur, rem^a with me^. and 
perhap o 
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Vol. Not here^I am a stranger, without passport, 
a common vagrant. I have been alarmed too--[/ii hit 
ear] jnst now— when I had quitted the main road for a 
nearer cut, there, behind the great rock [^Atterl starts.'] 
I passed a sort of mound, it seemed of new^raised earth, 
h}03ely covered with straggling stones, collected on the 
mountain side ; curious, with my sta£f I displaced the 
stones, and Uiiere discovered — — 

Alb, [ During this speech increased iigUation,] Silence ! 

^Seizing his arm. 

Mai. You knew, then ? — 

ACh. Yes — yes — come — [ With terror.] — come,'tis night 
— the sky is dark^-come, help me to securely cOFer'— 

Mai, ^Holding back in fear,] Twas you, tben, that — 

Atb. No, no — my wife, my child— 'twas famine and 
despair that forc'd me— come, it must be concealed-* 
come, come. 

JEnter'UosE, with tamp^ 

^Tis not wanted here ; we are about to walk. Should 

your mother ask, tell her we are gone to the hermitage. 

\_Mu8ic* — Matcourytdkes wallet and staff — exit AU)ert and 

Malcour. — Rose, near the door, expresses herJ'ear»~~Henry 

is seen through windoWp F. L. 

Enter Henry Gbrmaine. 

Rose* Ah I a stranger! 

Hen. Bo not be alarmed, my pretty little friend. [,il 
the dooTy F.] Permit me to enter and inquire where I am. 

Rose, Oh yes ; come in out of the wet, if you please, sir. 

Hen, Tell me, my little dear, is not this the abode of 
one Albert 1 

Rose, Yes, if you please, sir. [Henry throws cffhis cloak. 

Hen, This, theii, is the wretched abode or one who 
might have lived in splendour, had not a fatal vice — ^well 
—well — he.is my father. [Wipes his eyes.] Pray, where*s 
the master of this house ? 

Rose, He is just gone out, if yon please, sir. 

Hen, And my m and his wife ! 

Rose. Oh, my mMher, she's there. [^Pointing to r. p. 

Hen. Your mother 1 are you her daughter? . 

Rose. Yes, if you please, sir^ I am little Bose; and I 
am my father^s daughter, too, sir. 

Hen, My poor girl ! [Takes heron his kne^, emd kisses her* 

JuL Come, Rose^ come* [From within, k. 
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. AoM. ISpringsfrmnhinn]. Mamma calU, and I always 
ran directly she calls. [Exity R. d. 

flen. Twas my mother's voice then — [About to follow,'] 
4o, DO — I must not discover myself yet : she has suf- 
fered enough, and I must prepare her gently for the hap- 
piness I bring her— ah ! she comes ! 

Enter Rose, r. d., leading Julia. 

JuL A stranger !^Where's your father ? 

Roge» Gone to the hermitage, with that poor hun gry 
beggar-man. 

Juk With Malcour ! [Rostt takes htr work, and exit btiiilif. 

Hen* We are alone — alas ! I have not strength — 

Jtd. Sir, that a stranger of your appearance should 
0top at this wretched habitation — 

Hen. Madam, have you lost all recollection of my 
features ? 

Jul, Sir !-?-really I ! — ^where did t — 

Hen. Where! far, faraway — at a time when you were 
happy. 

Jul, Happy ! that I have never been. 

Hen. Never ? [He is about to take her hand, she retreats, 
fearfully,] It was in France. 

Jul, In France ? yes, there 1 once was happy. I had 
then my son, my dear, my darling boy.-*Ah ! the days 
are past — years, years have fled since then ; oh my heart ! 
the mother rises here ; you are moved, sir. You are 
from France ? 

Hen, (o.)Tam. [Wiping tears.] I bring you news of — 

JuL (r. c.) Of my son! Ah! does he live? Is he 
well ? Have' yon seen him ? [Sekes hvn.] Pardon an 
anxious mother's feelings. [Stares in his face — Sudden 
thought.] Great God ! — your age ! — ^your tears ! 

Hen. Mother! 

Jul, Ah ! — it is my son ! [Embracing* 

Hen. I come to end all troubles : I bring fortune — 
happiness ! 

JuL I want not wealth — I am rich in a beloved sou ! 

JuL Say, — how did you discover this miserable 
abode? 

Hn. Let this suffice: you left me, an infant, to your 
uTteWs care; he obtained a princely fortune, and, dying, 
I became its sole possessor ; and now 'tis your's, my 
dearest mother. 

JuL Dead ! My kind nncle dead ! 
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Hen, His papers gave me an uncertain clue to your ' 
retreat : I swore to find you if the globe contained you ; , 
the guardian angel who watches over filial piety was 
my guide; my sister first received, and now I am in my 
long-lost mother's arms. 

Jul, ICaUsJ] Rose ! poor Rose ; you^ll love your sis-, 
ter, Henry ? 

EfUer RosB — Julia places one on each side and emfrraces 

them together. 

Now, indeed, I'm happy. 

Hen, All shall be happy — rich — ^behold! here, IVe 
notes for five thousand pounds. {^Showing pocket-book, 

Jul. Five thousand pounds ! 

Hen. But here Fve a boon more precious still ; my 
father's . pardon. [<S>^if;tn^ papers, 

Jul. His pardon? O, heavens, it is ! 

Hen. Where is he ? 

Jul. I fly to seek him. IHenry gives Rose a purse o^ 
gcidy which she throws on the taUe.'] Should Melcour 
hear of Henry's wealth, he'll follow in my husband's 
steps, and all is lost again. No ; he shall never know 
my son I I must see Albert and apprise him ; but the 
night,— the storm — ^no matter*— nothing shall prevent me. 
[AsideJ] Rest, and in a few moments a long-lost father's 
arms shall clasp his son. 

[Exit, D. F., torapping her garment round Iter . 

Hen. In your mother's absence, can you lend me pen 
and ink 7 [Takes sheet of paper frompocket-book. 

Jkose. Yes ; and a light, too, for if s dark. 

[Runs outj L. D. 

Hen. One line to mine host of the Golden Lion — to 
send a carriage: FU bribe the first passer by to take it 

Enter Ross, u 

Rose. There, sir ; there^s the light, and I've put the 
pen and ink in my little room ; it isn't so cold there, and 
you won't see the lightning. 

Hen. And you— 

Rose. Oh! I'll carry in my cushion, and work by 
your side. 

Hen. Ah ! you shall always be my dear little compa- 
nion — come. [Takes the lamp-'^oHtf L. D. 

Rose. There's a flash ! Mow it thunders, and how 
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blA(ik it is ; h6w afraid I should be if I was all alone 
by myself. 

[Mutie : going — token a grand coup de ionnere--^e srreomf 
and runs under the tttbUy and kidia her face tokh cuihion, 

Ekhr MKteoak and AtbERT, 9uu;%, D. f. ttbiteruni to 
her father^ putting her work on axhairy R.^ries to lead 
f him to Henry — Malcour puts down umUet and ^taf-^ 
sees Henry* s cloak f hat, and purse* ^ 

• Mah Who^'s this ? Gold ! 

, Rose. [To Aiber t^JDoa't make ti noise, br. you'll dis- 
turb the.tre^veller. 
' Alb, A traveller! 

. Ro8$, ^e's there writing; do you see bim?< Such a 
nicenian ! t 

Atb. A soldier I • ' [^J^larmed, 

Mak Hush ! heboid ! this gold^Js ityour*s or his? 

j^o^e..No,.oo> it's mine ; ^ConsequentiaUy^iike stranger 
gUve it m6> 

JLtb. W^atj all ? fic's Tery rioh^ then ? 

kose. Very ; he has five thousand pounds in his pocket- 
book— he showed it mamma, and I saw it too* bits of 
thin paper— he called it five thousand pounds, . It^s in 
^^t.(i>ook on the table there. \P0inting4 

Mat.' Five thousand pounds in that book [Aside to Al* 
h^t^^then to Rose } .i^nd where did this rich gentleman 
comefr(\m? . * 

Rose, I donH know. . 

Alb, Wko asked him to stop t 

Rose* Mamma« 
, Alb, Where is she? . ' - . 

jRoM, Gone to the Hermitage io seek for you. 

[7a^ her cu^iion, going to Henry-^ Malcour stops her, 

Mai, There, leave your work — go to the side of the 
road, near the great rock ; your mother will soon return 
rr^un ba^k and tell us the instant you see her coming. 
T^bat^s my) good girl. ICoaxing her. 

Hose, I'm sure you ought to f$fech my mamn^a your- 
selves, and not send a poor little girl like me. {Pouting, 

Mal,*Ti9jo\kt ftithec's will; he orders you not to come 
back tilt ybiir/ mother is in view. [Malcour takes her to 
the door, and points ^— J^ eomes badi and sloser u ft.'^Albert 
sUs tAstraeted,} Alh^itf]^ settled, then:' when we can 
ciiise gold enough' to- cast our rags and tint Italy^ we'll 
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fltecfite onr plan, aiid soon possess riches kings might 
enry. The chance is come ; this instant must decide. 

Alb, How, how? 
' itfini. [PinMing.'] Thefe are five thousand pounds 
ready for our bands — ^^tis but a blow. 

Atb, More. Mood! thou att the spirit of tie first- 
born Cain, walking the earth to tempt despair and 
misery to deeds of horrOr^ already, at the sound of thy 
▼oice, my heart beats high ; already, with thy words, 
the fires of hell penetrate my breast, Go — yo«— go. 
. Mai, Albert ! psha ! be calm and hear me — 

Alb. Thou ^rt '' my genius of destruction.*' Am I not 
again a murderer t Saw you not the livid corps we 
have just secreted ?•— Heard you not the last groan of my 
beart-broken father ?— Hare I not filled the measure of 
my guilt 7>— Must it yet *o'«rfl«w: with blood — ^blood — 
still blood. . \^Falls in his ^hair, l. 

. Mai, Psha I Rouse from this delirium— -Germaine, 
brouse. lShaki9ig his shoulder. 

Alb* Ah! whereas my wife f 
' Mdl. Safe, out of sight. 

^{6« My dBoghter?. 

Mai. With her mother. Now you are yourself again, 
the p<Hnt is ' ' ■ 

Alb» That we assassinate this stranger youth — 

^Rising with a terribU air» 

Mai, With five thousand pounds— what I what may 
we not achieve f . Tis aight-^he is alone-— no one knows 
th4t he was here. 

Alb, Julia saw him; 

Jlfa{. Tell her that he^s gone — [i9i«rm*] The stonn in- 
cr^ses. If lightning, or a thuni(|er«bort ^ should con* 
sume your cottage, why, we are not responsible.^ 

[^Smiles agrvficantly* 

Atb. Ah ! what mean you "f . 

Mai. These old .planks, dry tL^ touchwood, once a-light 

— ^poh ! 'twill spread like Do you prepare. a torch 

and fire the house, while with this knife 1-^ — 

Alb. Blood—^blood — ^more blooct— my heart freezes. 

MaL Psha ! — remain there, then — let no-one approach. 
If I should call, come alone to my assistance. ILocks off 
L. D.] His back is towards mt \ One blow from this 
determined arm and deadly weapon — 

[£aat, L«D., qKietly and detenmnidly* — Muak — Julkinahn 
on, in great agitatiofi, 

E 2 
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Jul. Albert, fhey come ! — How Bhall I speak it f — A 
marder, a horrid mttrder, has been oommitted ; yoi^« 
yon are snspected* 

{^Malcour rwhes on wUh the bloody ^sft.— 7%nnot the 
pocket'book to Albert* 

Mai. There's the moneys — ^Ah! [5^<irft, seeing Jirfia. 

Jul, [Screams,'] Ah ! where is my son ? 

Alb, \Sudden horrw.} Thy son! 

Jul, Henry, come forth? 

Alb. Thy sod ! 

[^Farfilyzedl^^A tkundeHtoU slrikst the cottage, which flames* 

» 

Enter Henrt, exhausted and dying. 

Hen. Murderous villain ! [Attempts to seize Malcowr^ 
and faUs."] Mother ! I die ! 

[Julw, kneelingj embraces Henry,-^Maloow, paralysed be" 

neaih the baztlukgca^ of AlberU- 
Alb. Mother ! I Son ! I [Wildly. 

^ [Baalamb appeari at windoWt ashaving run before theeoldiertm 
^aa. Quick — quick 1— here stands the murderer ! 
Alb. [Seizes Malcotar by the throat'l *' Divinity of 
evil!" — ^* Heirs primest agent!*' Thus to consuming 
flames I devote myself and thee I 

[forces him into the L. room, which is now in flames, from 
the thunderbolt. — Enter Soldiers^ under an Offieerj and 
4Urected by Baalamb. Two soldiers rush in afier them^ 
and bring them out. The whole building now appears in 
flames, fxfters faUing, ^c. Villagers with Baalamb. 
Alb. It is accomplished I— Shade of my sainted sire ! — 
Thy t;urse is on me — I see— 1 see I—- The gambler^s des- 
tiny is written on the gates of h^. 

[He falls on hit w^s and «m, and diei.^~Cuftain falls 
auiekly. 

DISPOSITION OF TU£ CHARACTERS AT THE 
FAU« OF THE CURTAIN. 

Villagers. Soldiers. 

Baalamb. Rosb. JvIlia. Henht. Albsrt. Malcour. 
a.] [l. 

THE END. 
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.< REMARKS. 

1^ tffirtobanni in Hotilroit. 

Pabodt has been aceonnted the lowest species of wit. It has, 
^indeed, little to recommend it except its ingenuity. When perfonned 
with whim and smartness, it is qaaint and entertaining ; bat an in- 
different parody is, of all dall things, the most intolerable. It i» 
objected that parody has a tendency to bring the higher efforts of 

«;enios into contempt, by torning the sublime into the ridicuioas. 
'his we deny. The Splendid Shilling is a professed imitation (and 
an admirable one too) of Milton's style : yet the glorious mnse that 
provoked it, is not a whit lessened in the world'^ esteem. Homer 
and Virgil have been travestied in tarn.— Greeks and Romans, gods 
and goddesses, have been treated with the utmost freedom and ir- 
reverence. Nor has Shakspeare escaped this mad wag. Yet is 
Hamlet still admired in the closet, and on the stage ; even though 
Mathewt has personated— 

" The glass of fashion, and the mould of form ^ 

and LUtoni"iht most beautified Ophelia." 

Parody, as applied to literature, is what imitation is on the stage. 
The one sets forth, in a ludicrous light, the peculiaritieJt of an author 
— the other, of an actor. Their beauties are far above the reach of 
this monkey quality. Genius has nothing to fear — it may be its 
subject, and still Join in the laugh. To mediocre talent, it has 
sometimes proved fatal; yet for mediocrity We make but small 
allowance. If a dunce — 

*' Some clerk, foredoom'd his father's sonl to cross. 
Who pens a stanza, when he should engross," 

will print his nonsense, he has nolKidy to blame but himself, if the 
public is made merry at his expense ; and if 

"Unskilfbl actors, like yoar mimic apes. 
Will writhe their bodies in a thousand shapes ; 
If desperate heroines grieve with tedious moan. 
And whine their sorrows in » see-saw tone," 

they must ex{>ect to smart for thllir presumption. This argument, 
however, does nof alter the position of parodists and imitators ; who 
deserve to be placed in the lowest rank in their profession, if they 
prostimte their talentts to caricature exhibitions of mere deformity. 
This remark applies more particularly xa the stage z . 

*' But let the generous actor still forbear 
To copy features with a mimic's care I 
*Tis a poor skill, which every fool can reach, 
A vile stage-custom, honour'd in the breach. 
Go to the lame, to hospitals repair,^ 
And hunt for humour in distortions there I 
Fill up the measure of the motley whim 
With shrug, wink, snuffle, and conynlsive limb ; 
Then shame at once, to please a trifling age, 
Good sense, good manners, virtue, and the stage 1 

A3 
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Don Oiovanoi having, like his noble compeers, made tlijft grand 
four, and also acqoired additional notoriety, by being forcibly ejected 
from that place where Telemachns went to look for liis father, jnmps 
into Charon's boat, re-passes the river Styx, and pays a visit to Lon- 
don, for the purpose, like the man when he opened the oysters, of 
astonishing the natives. In this expedition he is accompanied by 
his valet, pimp, and bottle-holder, Leporello; and, whether at the 
Magpie and Panch-Bowl, in the Boront^h — in St. Giles's, with Mes- 
damea Drainemdry, Porous, and Simpkin»*^«t Chalk Farm, with 
Finikin and Popinjay — in the King's Bench, with Shirk, Spnnge, and 
other gentlemen who pay their creditors by a bill af ttiree months— or 
a^ Charing Cross, in' company with King Charles on horseback—their 
adventures are equally wonderful and entertaining. This ioccorrigible 
libertine has done the drama some service ; having made a ancoetsfal 
appearance in almost every one of its department*, intiie principal 
cities and towiiis in Earope. He may be fairly proad of this «ni- 
versal popularity ; but his uighest pride should be in having his name 
associated with that of Mozart, 

Giovanni in London deserves some credit for its whiiMicality. 
Of tJie frose we shall say nothing ; but the. lyrical part, which eoa- 
•ista of paro<Iies on several well-known airs, is ingenious. The 
author's humour sometimes runs riot ; many pasMgea bad been better 
expunged. Indelicacy and profaneness are but poor allies to wit— 

"'As in smooth oil the raror best is whet. 
So wit is by poMenets sharpest set ; 
Their want of edge from their offence is seen. 
Both pain us least when exquisitely keen." 

This piece was originally written for the Olympic Theatre, when 
under the direction of Mr. Elliston. Th^ author knew his andienect 
and catered for them to a nicety. Little did he imagine that the two 
great metropolitan theatres would be running a race with this extra- 
vaganza ; and that the public would cocker and spirit them up : 
this is another proof of the march of intellect. For ourselves, we 
are inclined to retrograde in dramatic affairs, and cry, *> at yon were!" 
VV hat the stage will come to, we can hardly guess. Johnson's pre- 
diction has been verified over and over again : 

" Perhaps where Lear has rav'd, and Hamlet died, ' 
On flying cars new sorcerers may ride ; 
Perhaps (for who can gaess th' effects of chance T) 
Here Hunt may box, or Mahomet may.dance." 

We hanlly know whether Madaqne Vestris will consider it a 
compliment, when we say thai she was woriderfuliy popolar in Bon 
Giovanni— that she so completely identified herself with the charac- 
ter, that Miss Love's success is at present but doubtful. Momus 
forbid that any fastidious critic should interpose propriety as a bar 
to feinale ambition : the public has a right to be entertained ; and if 
entertainment is derived from oaths and obscenities being put into 
the mouths of women— if the general cry is — 

" Let bawdry Billingsgate, mv daughter dear. 
Support their front, and oaths tnring np th« rear,** 

what have th« softer sex to do, bat to tnltthe ocfioM to fbc word t 
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" The drama's laws the drama's patrons give ; 
For we, that live to please, must please to live/' 

To be decent is well enough, to be " hep randy ddndp Of** is 
belter, to be popular is best of all I To (he public, then, we say— 
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"Let shame come when it will, we do not call it,' 

neither do we undertake to reform the stage of its monsters— Let the 
Devil wear black for us, and vomit fire and smoke, 86 long as we 
escape his suffocation and sulphur. 

Harley'a Leporello was good. His dismal ballad fk-om the statue 
was ghostly and comical. Among the miscellaneous mob, earthly 
and unearthly, wives, citizens, dandies, and demons, some played 
their parts infernally well. The devils were particularly sympho- 
nibns. Pluto has long been famed for a monopoly of music ; iVhit- 
field, who in every other respect waged continual war with his 
Satanic majesty, sought to deprive him of this harmonious distinction. 
He selected sonje of his most profane and beautiful melodies, and 
wrote hymns to them, which he chaunted in his own tabernacle, de- 
claring that the devil should not monopolize all the best tunes, if he 
OMld help it I This was a proof of Whitfield's good taste— had he 
lived to sec Giovanni in London, we should have heard ** Prety 
Goody** attuned to the vocal nose, and " Over the Water to Char- 
leyT harmoniously pitched io first part, long metre. 



STAGE DIRECTIONS.- 

The Conductors of this work print no Plitys but those which they 
have seen actei. The Stage Directions are given from their own 
personal observations, during the most recent performancet. 

EXITS and ENTRANCES. 

R. means Right ; L. Left ; D. F. Door ^n Flat ; R. D. Right 
Door; L. D. Left Door; S. E. Second Entrance; U. E. Upper 
Entrance;' M. D. Middle Door. 

RELATIVE POSITIONS. 

R. means Right; L. Left; C. Centre; R. C. Right of Centre i 
L. C. Left of Centre. 

R. RG. C. LC. U 

*«* The Reader it suppoHd to be on the Stage, facing the Audience. 
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BON GIOVANNI.— Fir^^ dress: White cloth tunic, trimmed 
with crimson ^nd gold — 'white silk pantaloons— red or yellow mo- 
rocco half-boots— sash— white Spanish hat and feathers. Second 
dress: Fashionable brown coat— white pantaloons — hat — boots — 
hand whip. 

LEPORELLO. — First dress: A brown Spanish dress, trimmed 
with red worsted binding— small cloak — hat, with a cock's feather in 
front— red stockings with white clocks — russet shoes — comic ruff. 
Second dress: Brown livery coat-^ livery hat — white pantaloons and 
shoes. 

DEPUTY ENGLISH.— Old-fashioned brown coat and vest- 
black velveteen breeches — brown george wig— cocked hat — white 
worsted stockings — shoes and backles. 

FINIKIN.— Goat in the extreme of fashion— white waistcoat- 
light blue pantaloons, d la militaire — fashionable hat — enormous 
wniskei's— eye-glass, suspended with, a broad black ribbon. 

POPINJAY.— Green coat in the' extreme of fashion — white 
waistcoat and pantaloons— fashionable hat — enormous whiskers — 
eye-glass. . 

DRAIN EMDRY.— Brown coat— red waistcoat— black velvet 
breeches— black and white worsted stocldngs — shoes and buckles — 
green apron — bush wig— cocked-hat. 

PORUS.— Drab coat and waistcoat— black velvet breeches- 
worsted stockings— shoes and buckles — bush wig— cocked-hat. 

8 1 MPKINS.— Claret-coloured coat and waistcoat— blue stockings, 
and little hat. > 

NOKES.— Blue coat — ^red waistcoat— blue pantaloons, shoes, and 
hat. 

PI4UTO.— Flesh-coloured body and pantaloons— crimson tunic^ 
interlaced with gold trimming— crimson cloak — embroidered crown 
— long hair— bell — sandals. v ■• • 

CHARON.— Flesh coloured body— tunic, with red worsted binding 
—half the body and arms naked. 

MERCURY.— White spangled shirt— flesh arms and legt^-sandals 
—wings to his heels — cap with wings — caduceus. 

LAWYER.— Black dress— green bag. 

COUNSELLOR.— Black drtas— gown— wig. 

SHIRK.— Shabby nankeen pantaloons— little light blue coat, but- 
toned up — little hat. 

FIREDRAKE.— Tight black dress— black petticoat shirt— long 
hair, and a snake twisted round his head. 

DEMONS.— The same at Firedrake. 
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COSTUME. 9 

MRS. ENGLISH.— White fashionable walking dress— white hat 
^ith ostrich feathers — scarf. 

CONSTANTINE.— White maslin dress. 

MRS. LKPORELLO.—First drest: Gray Spanish dress, trim- 
med with points and white tape. Second dress: As an old woman— 
antique gown— high cap, &c. 

SQUALLING FAN.— Red striped gown— red petticoat— mob 
cap— handkerchief— cottage-hat— blae stockings— shoes and backles. 

PROSERPINE. — Crimson dress — ^richly embroidered crown — 
train cloak— flesh stockings— sandals. 

SUCCUBUS AND TARTARUS.— Black dress— black arms, 
stockings, and sandals— long black hair. ^ 

FEMALE FURIES.— The same as above. 

MRS* SIMPKINS.— White gown and bonnet, with flowers— red 
spencer. ' 

MRS. DRAINEMORY.— White gown and bonnet, with flowers- 
bine spencer. . 

MRS. PORUS.<^ White gOwn and bonnet, with flowers— black 
spencer. 



THS SCKNBRY IS DISPLAYSD IN THE FOLLOWINO FANC1FVL 

LIGHTS : 

The Infernal liegions, bjf Jire end torcMight^—Tke mver 
Styx, hjf ttvUlight.-'The Magpie and Punchbotvl Public House, 
bjf lamp-light, -~ St, .Giles*s, by gas-light, — Masquerade al 
Fresco^ by a variegated light,^Chalk Farm, by day-light,-- 
A Street, by^star-light.— Westminster Hall, in a new-light.— 

Interior of the King*r Bench, in its true-light Charing Cross, 

by a blue-light,'-Grand Saloon, by a fan-light. 
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GIOVANNI IN LONDON. 



ACT I. 

SCENE l.^Infermd Regions hyjire and torch-light— 
Don Giovanni comes up through thefioor, and lays on 
the ground, in the centre of the stage, Firedeake 
standingover him, flashing his torch. 

DUET and CHORVS^ Firedrake, Giovanni, and 

Demons, 

Air—" Fly not yet," 
Fire. Come along, 'tis just the hour. 

When Demons have the greatest power 
To feed the libertine's desires, 
And make him bum virith real fires, 
So bring your flambeanx near. 

£n*^r Demons, R.and l., with torches; forming a circle 
from R. to^L.-'Firedrake standing at the front, r. 
Gio, Oh pray ! oh stay ! 

No log am I, your flames restrain ; 

Bum not yet, for oh ! 'tis pain ; 

Then take your links away. 

Enter Female Fories with wands twined with Serpents, 
Dem. Nay ! nay I Nay ! nay ! 

We are like earth's gas-lights here, 
We always burn when night is near. 
Make light of it, we pray. 

CHORUS. — Firedrake and Demons, 

[During this Chorus the female Furies dance round 
Gtornnnir-Demons flash their torches.] 

Ajr-^** Roundabout the Majffole," 
Round about the sinner, let us trot, 
Scot, 
Lot, 
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Hissing hot ! 
Turning, 
Burning 
Torching, 
Scorching, 
Perplexing, vexing, and v^hat not. 
Round about the sinner, &c. 

SONG. — Giovanni, [Kneeling, 

Air— « Pray Goody." 

Pray, Demons, please to moderate the fury of your fire. 

Nor flash those sparks of sulphur from each link : 
Remember, I'm but flesh and blood, so kindly check 
your ire, 
And,''pon my soul, Til treat you all to drink. 
Piy me, 
Try me, 

Prove me, ere you fry me. 
Do not roast me 
Pray, but toast me, 
I'll soon find the chink ! 
Pray, Demons, please, &c. 

Fire, Don Giovanni, the attempt is vain — that oil of 
flattery on thy tongue, that v?heedled woman's innocence 
away in the other world, will increase the fires that tor* 
ture you In this.— The world^s wickedness gives no 
lack of employment here ! We leave you, D<n1 Gio- 
vanni, and let this interval of ease be cursed by the anti- 
cipation of our return. [Exeunt Firedrake, Demons and 

Furiet, R. 

Gio, And was it for this I sighed at woman's feet ? 
Can I, for having spent my life with angels, be sent to 
spend enternity with devils? Were they but she>devils, 
I might yet be content. By all my hopes, a female fury 
comes this way !~-A fury ! — well, no matter — many an 
angel in the other world has proved a fury in the end ; 
— 7S0 I'll try in this if I cannot prove it " vice versa." 

Enter Sue cub us, l,; she advances towards Giovanni, who 

makes love to her, 

SON^.— Guwofint. 

Air — German Melody j by Kunzenjfrom " Die WeinUse.'^ 

Gentle fury, see me languish, 
And in pity quench my flame ; 
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LoTely Brimstone, ease my anguish ; 
No tongue my warmth can name. 

I bum, I bum, 

Gentle fury — yes ! 
Burn with a flame, I must not express. 

Pretty devil, 

Oh be ciyil ! 
I am scorching with Ioto ! 

I'm on fire. 

With desire, 
Then a match let it prove. 

Oh she's won ! the Fury's won ! [Ande.} Oh, Giovanni, 
thy power still avails thee here ! lAttempta to kiss her.'] 
My gentle fury, one burning kiss I must impart upon 
thy brimstone lips, to seal our contract. Ah ! whom 
have we here ? By all the shades of my departed bliss, 
'tis Tartarus — come to torment me for tiie pleasures she 
formerly bestowed. I must dissemble, and woo them 
both ; it is a custom that has not yet forsaken me. 

£n(er Tartarus, r., sees Succubus and becomes jealous; 
advances toward Giovanni, and reproaches him — Succu- 
bus becoming jealous in tum^ does the same ; they alter- 
nately jmU him towards each other, c. 

Sweet Flour of Brimstone i [To Succubus, L.^ aside."] 
Charming Cream of Tartar! [To Tartarus, R., aside,] 
Flour of the one, and, oh ! cream of the other ! [They 
turn away angrily ]— :Ont of the frying-pan into the fire, 
faith ! [Aside,] What shall I do to quell their ire. 

SONG,— Giovanni, 

Air—*' rve kiss'd and I've prattled," 

Tve kissed and I've prattled with fifty she-devils. 

And changed them sans ceremonie ; 
But of all the sweet Furies that e'er drove man mad. 
Flour of Brimstone's the fury for me. 

[Aside to Succubus, l.] 
Of all the sweet Furies that e*er drove man mad, 
Cream of Tartarus the Fury for me. 
lAfiide to Tartarus, R.^Furie8 appear incUned to 
moU^ ^Gong sounds^ 

Enter Proserpinf, enraged, l. s. e. 

Ihro, And can Giovanni be so base, so mean-spirited, 

ir 
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as to leave the infernal qneen, the too-sngceptible, too- 
trusting Proserpine, for sach petty faries as these ? I'll 
be revenged ! What ho ! My faithful slaves, appear ! 
ICaUing.'] — Tear these vile furies in ten thousand pieces ! 

Gong sounds, — Enter aU the Fiends, flashing torches at 
each otfter. — Pluto descends on a fiery Dragon, and 
comes forward*^' Dr€igon ascends, — Ir{femal uproar, 

Plu. Who dare disturb this peaceful realm, vrhere 
Plato reigns. 

AU the Fiends. Twas that base, perjured villain, Don 
Giovanni ! 

Plu, Ah Giovanni ! I remember, when he first came 
amongst us, we were warned that he would soon make 
the place too hot to hold us. He has seduced my furies, 
enticed my queen from a loved husband's arms ; but to 
be revenged on the world which sent him here, I'll senl 
him back again. — Nay, nay ! No pleading — away! 

Devils, to the right about, 

And with your pitch-forks drive the villain out 

CHORUS.— D^mon^. 
AiK— " Turn Out.*' 

From our regions infernal turn out, turn out ; 

From our regions infernal turn out! 

Since first here you came, 

You've set hell in a flame. 
So now, Don Giovanni, turn out, turn out 1 
So now, Don Giovanni, turn out ! 

A match for the Devil, turn out, turn out I 
A match for the Devil, turn out I 
For us, Don Giovanni, 
You've prov'd one too many ; 

So, as quick as you can, Don, turn out, turn out ! 

As quick as you can, Don, turn out ! - 

IPhtto, Demons, Furies, ^c. hem GiotMtimt out amidst 
a variety of combustible matter, l, — They return, — 
Exeunt Proserpine, Pluto, Demons, Furies, ^c. r. 

SCENE II — The river Styx, by twilight, Entranci to 
the haemal Regions, emitting flames, on one side. 
River Styx in the background, — ^Mercury enters, )t. 
calls Charon, signs him to ferry over condemned souls ; 
exit Charon, in his boat, l. — Mercury watches tiU the 
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. boat re-appear», — Charon re-enters in hU bo<Uy with a 
weU'knoum Lawyer and a Counsellor. 

GLEE. — Condemned Sotds, 

Air — ** Canadian Boat-Song" [^Sung behind the scenes. 

P]y the oar, Charon, and speed the boat. 
While o'er Styx* dusky waves we float — 
Erebus* tide ! the trembling moon 
Will see ^s in purgatory soon. 

Cha, (c.) Before you land, my souls, tip me my fare, 
and then I'll commit you both to Mercury, who is such 
an obliging gentleman he'll hand you in a twinkling to 
the Devil. \^Lawyer and Counsellor give Charon mtfney, 
and land,"] Here, my quicksilver, Mercury, here's ano- 
ther cargo. 

Enter Mercury, r. 

Mer; The more the merrier ! — Stop, sir, (To Lawyer) 
be good enough to tell me what your honest soul was 
sent below for ? [Crosses to Lawyer* 

Law. I am a lawyer. ' 

Cha. [Aside.'] That's the ninth I've ferried over to-day. 

Mer. A lawyer ! I am answered ! Here, sir, you 
shall never want a fieri facias. [Crosses to Counsellor.^ 
And you, sir ? 

Cou. (t. 0.) I, sir, am a counsellor. 

Mer. (c.) And for following your own councils are 
condemned at last. It is but just, since so many have 
suffered by them in the other world, that you should 
feel their effects in this. But, gentlemen, your pardon 
for detaining you : walk in, walk in. 

[Mercury and Charon drive Lawyer and Counsellor into 
the cave, r. v. e. — Eocit Mercury with them, 

Cha, A good day's work ; I've made a pretty penny 
this morning. Lawyers are used to feeing. 

[ Voices ofaU the Demons heard withouty r. 

From our regions infernal, iurn out, turn out. 
From our regions infernal, turn out. 

Cha. [To Mercury, who re-enters, r. u. e.] Hey ! 
Merky ! what means that infernal shout? [Gong sounds. 

Enter Giovanni, r. u. e., in double quick time, as if 
driven, out by Furies. 

Giovanni ! yes, 'tis he, sure enough ! Pray, my good 
friend, what's all this row about I 

b2 
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Gio, (c.) 'fhey Ve taraed me oat, and Iwra I am, and 

my heart is bo elated with joy f 

Mer. And why are you so rejoiced ? 

Gio, Can you ask me why ? Shall I not change the 
swarthy beauties of these nether regions for the bright 
blue eyes of English maids. Pray which is the nearest 
way to London, for I sleep there to-night ; therefore I 
must wish you a good day. Old Chary, turn your boat 
and ply your oar, and wisk me over to the other side, 
my lad. 

CJuL. (t. c.) With all my heart ; but pay me my Hboc 
first, if you please — your money, sir ! 

Gio. Money ! pshaw 1 nonsense 1 every philosopker, 
from Pythagoras to Sir Isaac Newton, has taught as 
that money was made alone for the other world, and wa^ 
of no use in this, — come, come. 

CAo. As to Isaac Newton I have never had to do 
with him — ^however, no money, no passage. 

Gio, Oh, that I should be placed in such a dilemma 
as this, merely from not having a penny in my pocket, 
and from too firm a credence in philosophers. Ah ! 
Mercury's wings, IRetires to hack, l. u. e.J egad, they 
perhaps may serve to bear me o'er this barrier between 
me and pleasure. ITakes up the wing^, 

Meadames Drainemdny, Porousy and Simpkins, three 
condemned souls, caU without, (l. u. e.) Gary ! Gary ! 
Gary ! 

Cha, Heyday ! another fare, three females ! 

{^Charon gets into the boat^ and exit at the back qf the 
stagCy R. Mercury looks out, to l. u. e. 

Gio, ^Looking to l. u. £.] Yes, females, and coming 
here! 

Enier Charon and the Ladies in a boat. Charom 

gets out, 

Cha, (c.) My fare before you land. 
[^They give a one pound note ; Charon and Mercury come 
forward. The Ladies beckon Giovanni to take boat 
with them. 

Cha, [^Looks at the note,'] A piece of paper I Mer- 
cury, what's this ! 

Mer. (r.c.) A one pound note, by mortals called a 
flimsey, — a thing, good Charon, thiat has supplied your 
boat with many a fkre. 

Cha, Will you change it ? 

Mer, Provided it be a good one. 
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Gio, [At the back of stage, c] Ah ! this one pound 
note gives me a golden opportunity ; I'll seize on Charon's 
boat and bear these lovely females back again. 

Mer* [Examines the note, c] Yes, it vrill do. 

Gio, iJ^er tMng Mercwnfs tcings, jumps into the 
boat, and pushes it off,"] Farewell, Gary ! vre're off! 

Cha. Heyday ! that fellow's got into my boat Stop, 
stop ! 

ICharon and Mercury run up the stage — Scene closes 
on the coi{fusion, 

SCENE III.^^ Street in the Borough: exterior of the 
Magpie and Punch-bowl pubUc-house, by daylight. 

Enter Mrs. Drainempry, Mrs. Porous, and Mrs. Simp- 
KINS, with Giovanni, l. s. e. 

Gio, So, here, my lovely souls, we are at last. Thanks 
to Merky's wings, we*?e travelled briskly enough : 
we've left the mail and steam-boat far behind us : — and 
this is London, dear emporium of pleasure. ^Looksabout* 

Mrs. D. (l. c.) Yes, dear Don ; and this is my house, 
the Magpie and Punch-bowl — ^you see the sign — my 
husband's face and mine are painted on it ; he's famed 
for drinking punch, and I for chattering ; so they call 
him the punch-bowl, and me the magpie. Order the 
best, you may command everything here. 

Gio, (c.) Thanks. [^Kisses her,"] I'll repay you, love : 
you understand. 

Mrs, D. Fie ! 

Gio, I'faith ! you've had a rare escape, you rogues ! 
What were you condemned for? Come, confess the 
cape. 

Mrs, G,- Why, dearest Don, between you and me, I 
"was sent down because I was a shrew. 

Gio, And youl [To Mrs Porous, 

Mrs. P, 'Faith, I was sent for scolding, as well as 
she. 

Gio, And, pray, what was you sent to old Nick for, 
my love ? [To Mrs, Sifttpkins, 

Mrs, S, If I must tell you — though, really, it makes 
me blush — I was sent below for a slight faux paux, Don. 

Gio, A slight faux paux f 

Mrs, S, And for that they were old-fashioned enough 
to send me to — 

Gio, Where I brought you from. [Laughing heard, 
inside the public-house,] £h ! some one comes ! 

b3 
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Mr$. D. My spouse, as I IWe. [Peeping wot the door, r. 

Mrs, P. And mine. [Peeping. 

Mrs, S, Mine, too. [Peeping. 

Mrs, D, Let's stand aside, and watch them ; they'll 
finely stare to see us here again ; and will be rarely re- 
joiced, no doubt. 

Gto. Don't be too sure of that. 
[Giovannif Mrs, Drainemdry, Mrs, Porous, and Mrs^ 

Simpkins, stand aside, l. s. e., the tvives oecasionalhf 

peeping at the proceedings of their husbands. 

Enter Drainemdry, Porous, and Simpkins, with a jug, 
from the public-house, r. 

GLEE. — Drainemdry, Porous, and Simpkins, 

Air — " Deadly Lively," 

We are three joUy widowers, 

That have just lost our wives ; 
And ne'ei^, since we were bachelors, 

So blest have been our Uvea. 
They lie in yonder church-yard, 

And there we'll let them be ; 
Peace to their souls ! they're dow at rest, 

And soj for once, are we, 

Fol, dol, lol, &c. 

Mrs. D. Mrs. P. and Mrs. S. [Peeping from behind^ 
L. s. B.] Oh ! the vile fellows ! but they shall dearly pay 
for this. [LeporeUo sitigs within. 

Gio. [Peeping,"] Here comes another I who's this fel- 
low, eh ? 

Enter Leporello, from public-house, r. 

STAVE.— L«por€«o. 

Air — " Galloping Dreary Dim:*' 

A master I had, a wicked and sly, 

Amorous, fighting Don ; 
He's gone to the devil, and so wonH I ; 

No, ril take care of number one. 

Gto. [Peeping,] Eh ! do I dream ? Surely I know that 
face — why, sounds ! it is my rascal, Leporello ! 
Lep. [To Drainemdry, ^c] I must be off-^ 
Sim. Dont Jeave us; give us your company, sach as 
it is. 
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Lep. I mn^ go; my wife is sitting up for rae; be- 
sides, she'll read me a cartain-lecture, if I don*t. 

Sim, Veil, and that's nat'ral, if you neglects her. 

Xep. Hum { You've no wife at home ? 

Por, No, thank heaven I mine died last week : rest 
her soul ! 

Dro. So did mine. 

Sim. And mine. 
' Por» Well, then, let's have another pot of good brown 
stout to keep our spirit^ up. Come, here's old England 
and liberty ! [Drinks* 

Dra. (r. c.^ Old England and liberty ! IDHnks. 

Sim, (L. c.) Old England and liberty I [Drinks, 

Lep, (c.) Old England! youll excuse the liberty;' 
my wife's not dead, you know. 

Por, (l.) Leporello, you have often, my prince of fel- 
lows, promised to tell us all about your master, Don 
Giovanni : give us his character. 

Lep, Have I ? -Well, tLen, as I'm in a merry humour^ 
I'll be as good as my word for once. I'll give him a 
character, though he refused to give me one. 

SCSG,— Leporello y r. 

Air — ** Heigho ! says Rowley," 

There liv'd in Spain, as stories tell, oh ! • 

One Don Giovanni, 
Among the girls a deuce of a fellow ; 
And he had a servant they call'd Leporello, 
With his primo, buffo, canto, basso : 

Heigho ! said Don Giovanni. 

He serenaded Donna Anna, 

Did Don Giovanni ; 
He swore she was more sweet than manna ; 
Then into her window he stole to trepan her. 
With his wheedle, tweedle, lango, dillo ; * 

Oh ! wicked Don Giovanni. 

The commandant, her guardian true. 

Caught Don Giovanni ; ' ^ 

Says he, " You're a blackguard — run, sir, do ;" 
" I will " says Giovey, and run him through, 
With his carte-o, tierce-o, thrust-o, pierce-o ; 
When away ran Don Giovanni. 

A wedding be met, and the bride 'gan to woo : 
Fie ! Don Giovanni ! 
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" I am rnDnin; away, will you run away, too?" 
Said he. — <* Yes/' says she, <^ I don't care if I do, 
With my belter, skelter, questo, presto ;'* 
Whaf a devil was Don Giovanni! 

To a church-yard he came, being once at a loss ; 

Lost Don Giovanni ! 
Where the commandant's statue sat on a stotie horse, ' 
Like King Charles's statue that's at Charing Cross, 
With his saddle, bridle, falchion, truncheon. 

^* Will you give me a call ?'* said Giovanni. 

To call on Giovanni, the statue wasn't slow : ^ 

Bold Don Giovanni ! 
"Will you sup, Mr. Statue?" said he: —it cryM, "No ; 
For you must sup with me in the regions below. 
Off my brimstone, sulphur, coke-oh, and smoke -oh !** 
" I'll be d— d if I do !" cry'd Giovanni. 

Yet he was condemned, in spite of all he could say ; for 
there is no denyiny the devil when he claims his due. 

Gto. IComes forwardy l.] Say you so, ungrateful ras- 
cal ! 

IDrainemdry, fyc. retreat, r. alarmed, holding by each 
other's coat. 

Dra, Giovanni ! talk of the devil you see — 
- Lep, Eh ! what ! it cannot be, you are not my master! 

Gto. You are drunk, rogue. 

Lep. Oh ! n J, sir ; don't say so, you hurt my tender 
feelings. 

Gio. Then, sir, acknowledge me this* instant 

Lep. [Aside.'] To be sure it is be ! no place can hold 
him, that's clear ; but I'll not know him, or I shall pay 
dearly for it. [Adijancing to Giovanni.'] Acknowledge 
you, sir ! I know you not ; never saw you, sir. — 

Gto. Not know me, rascal ? [Caning him.] Do you 
know me now? 

Lep. Oh I yes, sir; these are striking proofs. Get him 
away ; [To Drain, Porous, and Simp.] he intends some 
mischief, dear friends, to a certainty. [To Giocamtt.] 
But can you really be my worthy master ? 

Gto. I am ; acknowledge it. 

Lep. Why, sir, he went to — yes, sir — ^legions of fiends 
took him post-haste to the infernal regions, with fifty 
little devils for outriders and postillions. 

Gto. Well, what of that, scoundrel ? And I'm come 
post from the infernal regions back again. 
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Jh'a, Come from the infernal regions ! Oh ! it's Tery 
clear he's an impostor ; but we'll soon expose him. 
Here, neighbours ! watch ! ICaUing. 

Gio. (r. c.) Stay, sir. [To Drain.'] You had a wife? 

Dra. Yes, sir, I had ; but, (rest her !) she's departed 
this life, sir. 

Gio, Is she ? [Goes to L. s. e. 

TRIO. — Drainemdry, PorouSy and Simpkitu. 
Air— From " Midaa." 

Oh ! what pleasure does abound 
Now my wife is under ground ! 
' Green turfs cover her, I'll dance orer her. 

Tol, loi, lol. 
[They dance round while tinging, 

Gio, I am sorry, messieurs, to disturb your mirth ; 
but know, your darlings are not in the world below ; as 
witnesses that I was really there, I've brought them with 
me here ; and there they are, gentlemen. 

IPoints tOy and turns up stage, when the wives rush for- 
ward ; each seizes her respective husband by the hair, 

iSESTETTO.— >ill€«8r«. and Mesdames Drainemdry, P«. 

rous, and Simpkins, 

Air— « jDwMfZjdLit^iy." 

Mesd, Dra. For. and Sim., l. 

You cruel perjured villains ! 
Mes, Dra. Por, and Sim,, r. 

Oh, zounds, let go our hair ! 
Mesd, Dra, Por, and Sim, 
Disown your lawful wives^ now, you scoundrels, if you 
dare ! 
Mes. Dra, Por. and Sim, 
Our wives ! a pretty joke — it is some hoax, thaf's clear^ 
Their bodies in the church-yard He — 
Mesd, Dra, Por, and Sim. 

Yes, but our souls are here. 
AU, Tol, lol, lol, de rol, &c. 

[The Afen dolefully , the Women with great glee. 
Dra. Brought back our wives! he must be the devil 
himself, then. [Calling,] Neighbours, neighbours! 
Watch ! watch ! 
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Enter Neighbours, r. 

CHORUS OF NEIGHBOURS. 

Air — " Oh! dear, what can the Matter be,*' 
Here^ here, what can the matter be ? 
Dear, dear, what can the matter be ? 
Oh dear, what can the matter be ? 
What's all this hubbub, we pray ? 

TRIO. — Messrs. Draxnemdry, Porous, and SimpMns, 

SAME AIR. 

This fellow has come from the regions infernal, 
And brought back our wives who were dead as a door- 
nail : 
Disturbing our quiet with click-clack eternal ; 
To the round-house pray bear him away ! 

Chorus qf Neighboars, 

SAME AIR. 

£h ! what! brought back your wives to you! 
Why not, may'nt he bring ours back too ? 
We'll not have with him aught to do ; 
Let those meddle with him that may. 

[Exeunt Neighbours, hastily, %, 

Mrs. D. [To Mr. D, 8fc7] Now, sirs, I hope you'll own 
we are your wives ; the rulers of the roast, yourselves, 
and houses ; you all acknowledge us to be your better 
halves. 

Dra. Oh ! yes, ducky— [Embrace.] needs must when 
the de^il drives. , [Aside. 

Gio. [To LeporeUo, who implores pardon.] I pardon 
you, sir ; and as a proof of it, take you into my service 
once more. 

Mrs. D. To drink our. hero's health, we'll tap a barrel, 
and have a jig and stave — hang ighting and quarrelling* 

GLEE.— Omnes. 
Air— ^< Away with Melancholy.** 

Away with fight and quarrel. 

Black eyes, crack'd heads that bring ; 

Let us attack the barrel. 
And jollily, joUily sing.— Tol, lol. 

Let's drink like hearty fellows, 

Our country and our king ; 
Burn old King Rose's bellows. 

And jollily dance and sin^. — Tol, loL 
[Exeunt. ^The ladies marchiing Giovanni off in triumph. 
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SCENE IV.— iS*. GilesX by gaslight.— Watchman 
crosses stage, crying ** Past ten o'clock and a cloudy 
morning." 

Enter Mrs. Leporello, with infant, from a house, 

Mrs L. Past ten f In vain the sleepy watchman 
snores the hour — no — Leporello comes not to ease my 
pain ! immured in beer, tiie sot is getting drunk. Oh, 
false Giovanni, to desert me thus, and leave none but . 
Leporello as the husband of your Anna, and the father 
of your baby. 

SOSG.—Mrs. LeporeOo, 

AiR—.*< O rest thee. Babe:* 

Oh ! hash thee, my darling, the hour will soon come. 
When thy sire from the ale-house, half drunk, will reel 

home. 
Oh I rest thee, babe, rest thee, babe, sleep while you 

may. 
For, when he comes, there^l be the devil to pay. 

IGoes into the house in flat, r. 

Enter Giovanni and Leporello. 

Gio, Now that you're sober, tell me, Leporello, when 
last I disappeared, what became of all my wives and 
ladies? did they die in despair? 

Lep, Why, when you went, sir, to — I beg pardon — 
Well, sir; when you went — down stairs, their pretty 
eyes, of course, were filled with tears : and so I brought 
them all to England with me. 

Gio, To England ! Ah ! then perhaps the charming ' 
bride I snatched from her husband's arms and made 
mine, the very moment he had the right to call her his, 
is in England ! Tell me, where is my love 7 

Lep. Where is your Love ? Why, your love is-r-but 
stop : whenever you mention love, poetry always comes 
into my head, because rhyme is of more use than reason; 
80 allow me to tell you poor Fanny^s fate. 

TRIO. — LeporeUo, Giovanni, and Squalling Fanny, 

Air — " Young Love." 

Lep. YouT love she lives in yon humble shed. 
Where turnips selling. 
And " greens, oh !'' yelling, 
She gets a daily bit of bread, 
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And wild and sweet is the life she has led ; 

Her stall has flourished, 

Her barrow's nourished 
The natives with savoys and beans : 
For working folks must still be fed ; ' 
And pickled pork eats best with greens. 
IFetehes SqualUngFannyfrom her gtidlf in the centre qffl^t* 

Gio, Zounds ! what poor wretch is this I spy, 
Who has come hither 
Her sweets tp wither ; 
Her beauty now is all my eye ; 
Plague on't 1 don't let the witch come nigh. 
Fan, (l. c.) Dear Don Giovanni, 

Don't scorn poor Fanny : 
All day my greens for youMl I cry. 
Gio, My once-lov'd Fanny, cry away, 

But not for me — ^no, faith — good b'ye ! 
Fan. [To Giovanni ] And do you leave me, after all 
my truth ? ■ 

DUETTO.— iSftMiUiffg Fanny and LeporeUo. 

Air— « Wapping Old Stairs.** 

Fan, Your Fanny has never been false, she declares, 

Since the man on the horse came and took yon — 
Lep, Down stairs. [Stopping her» 

. Fan, When you vow'd that you still would continue 
the same, 
And gave me the reticule work'd with your name. 
Then be constant and true, nor your Fanny for- 
sake; 
Still your cossacks I'll wash, and your negus I'll 
make. 

Fan, (l. c.^ Nay, though I do cry my greens through 
Covent Gardeo, don't steel your heart against poor 
Squalling Fanny ; but let's live o*er those charming days^ 
my love, that once I passed with yon in native Spain. 

DUETTO.— Fanny and Giovanni, 

Air. — " Guaracha,*^ 

Fan, Oh ! remember the time in La Mancha's plain8| 
I had just been to church to be wed. 
When you swore that my bridegroom wasn't bor- 
den'd with brains ; 
And clapp'd two huge horns on his head. 
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Gio* O I yes, then ycta were sweet as the breath of the 
south, 
And I thought you were truly a prize : ' 
But DOW, crying greens, Fan, has widen'd your 
. mouth, 
Crack 'd your voice — aye, and dimm'dyour 

bright eyes. 
[LeporeUo waUzes Fannif offy l» b, e., and returns, 
Lep, (l.) I have waltzed her off, sir ! 
Gio, But, where are the wives of the fishermen I shot ? 
Lep They're here^ and still in the fish line, sir ; one 
lives at Billing^gate, and t'other in Lumber Court. 

[Gto. 4md Lep, listen at R. d. f. — Mrs. L. sings within, 
Qh ! rest thee, my baby, the hour will soon come, 
When thy sire from the ale-house, blind drunk, will reel 
home. 
Lep, That's Mrs. L.'s voice ; she's nursing my little 
one ; instilling into his infant mind the virtues of his 
father. 

Gto. ICitmes downy c,"] Well, well, to leave your vir- 
tues out of the question — 

Lep. [Comes down, l. c] Oh ! my virtues are not to be 
questioned. 

Gto. But what place is there in the city, where we 
can amuse ourselves an hour or two ? 

Lep. What place? why plenty. Since business has 
been stopped, amusement has been the order of the day : 
to-ni^ht, for instance, Sir John English gives a grand 
masquerade. 

Gio, A masquerade 1 I'll go^ but then what character 
must I assume ? 

Lep, Any but your own, and you will be admitted, 
but if you would be a beau, take a lesson from me. 

SONG.— LtyorcMo. 

Atr, « Quite PolUely," 

If in London town you'd live, 

Quite politely, quite politely. 
Let me, sir, this lesson give, . 

And be, complete, a beau, sir. 
Cossacks you like sacks must wear, 
In a brutus cock your hair. 
And wear of Wellingtons a pair. 

To shine from top to toe, sir ! 

Tol de rol, &c. 
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You most get a pair of stays. 

Like the ladies, like the ladies ; 
Tlirous^h an eyeglass still must gaze, 

And stare at all you meet, sir ! 
With sham collar hide yuor npse. 
Wear false calves like other beaux, 
And still a brazen front disclose. 

With brass heels on your feet, sir. 

Tol de rol, &c. 
To the Opera you must go, 

Don Giovanni, Don Giovanni, 
And talk as fashionables do. 

Most loudly while they're singing ; 
You must go to ball and play. 
Drink, game, swear, and lie all day, 
Protect some graceless chere amie, 

Yourself to ruin bringing. 

Tol de rol, &c. 
You must visit, race, and fight, 

Betting on, two to one, sir ; 
Four-in-hand to drive delight, 

Like groom and jockey clever. 
With your tailor debts contract. 
In the Bench for three months packM, 
Get out by the white-washing act. 

And be as clean as evev. Tol de rol, &c. 

lExeunt Giovanni and LepareUo, dancing, l. 

SCENE \.— Grand Saloon. 

Enter Masquerade Characters, R, and l. — Constantia 
and Finikin comeforwardf c. 

Con. 'Tis no use teasing, Mr. Finikin. 
Fin. Why, miss, are you not shortly to be mine? 
Con. Never. 

Fin, Your pa, miss, vows and swears you sliall. 
Con. I vow and swear I won't — Pa's own girl, to a T 
Fin. But, my dear creature, I love — 
Con. I know,— my thirty thousand pounds yon love ; 
but neither I nor my thirty thousand pounds love you. 

DVET^^Constantia and Finikin. 

Air, ^' Oh! thou wert born to please me." 

Con. Oh, thou wert bom to tease me \ 
Fin. Nay, don*t say so, my love. 
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Con, Vm rare youll never please me. 

Fin. I'll sure your pleasure prove. 

Con» Oh ! never, never ! 

Ftw. Fie, miss. 

( Con, You cannot ! 

I Fin. Pr'ythee, try, miss ! 

I Con. "fwouM be to little purpose, yon namby, 

pamby, thing ! 

Fin* Oh, cruel 1 from my tester I very soon shall 
swing. 

l^Constantia and Finikin retire up the stage. — Panto- 
mime business — at end of whichy LeporelU comes 
forward. 

Lep, [Brings forward Giovanni, and points to Con- 
stantia.'] Thirty thousand pounds ! I never heard of 
such a sum ! she's an heiress ! I wonder who she is, but 
that's no matter, since she's rich ; cash is a plaster for 
every evil. I'll patch up a reputaton for her ; it can 
give a woman a thousand charms ! Oh ! I must intro-- 
duce my master to her. 

Enter Giovanni, l. 
SONG. — Leporello to Giovanni. 

Air, " See that pretty Creature there.'' 

' 'T See that pretty creature there. 

Oh, how charming ! oh how fair 1 
Hug her, kiss her, sir, for zounds, 
She's got thirty thousand pounds. 

[Leporello, as by accident, treads on Deputy Englishes 
gouty toes, tthOjjust at that moment, enters with Mrs, 
English in search qf his ward Constantia ; Leporello 
is beaten off by Deputy English, foUowed by Finikin 
and Mrs. English ; Giovanni advances towards Con- 
stantia, makes love to her, and takes her up ttie stage. — 
Giovanni and Constantia come forward. 

DUET. — Giovanni and Constantia, 
Air, — " Voulez vous dansez." 

Gio. (l. c.) Will you dance with me, dear ma'am'selle, 
Cheer my heartj nor 
Slight your partner ? 
I can quadrille and waltz as well. 
La poule et la finale. 
c2 
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In the waltz our forilis well twine, 
Thine to mine, and mine to thine ; 
And all as sweet 
Oar hearts shall meet, 
Should we in love's circle join. 
Con, (r.c.) Willingly, sir, with you I'll dance, 
Cheer your heart, nor 
Slight my partner. 
For, ah ! who could refuse to prance, 
Requested so genteelly ? 
IFudkin advances to interrupt Giovanni, and begi&s 
setting to Constantia ; Leporello seizes the tail tfhis 
coat, and dances him off, r. 
Con, But may I believe you, sir ? 
Gio. Believe me ! 

AIR. — Giovanni, 
Air — " Grammaohree Molly,** 
Had I a heart for falsehood giv'n, 

To you I should be true ; 
I sooner could be false to heav'n 
Than to those eyes of blue. 

[Giovanni and Constantia going, Leporello calls him aside, 

Lep, [Coming from the crowd.] Oh ! master, I beg 
your pardon, but— 

Gio, But what? 

Lep, The lady, sir. 

Gio, Is pretty ? 

Lep, Yes, sir ; that is true enough, but sir, she is a 
ward in chancery, and if you run away with her, it will 
be a contempt of court and the law. 

Gio, Where love is paramount, away with law. Con- 
stantia shall be mine, were she a ward of a thousand 
chanceries. 

Lep, Well, sir, follow your own courses, [Sees 
Mrs, L,] while I follow that little Spanish girl, and see 
if she will follow me. 

Enter Mrs. Lbporello, in a Spanish dress,from amongst 

the Dancers, 

Mrs, L, There is my husband at his tricks, as asiial. 
Now to entrap the rogue. 

[Follows him, and mixes with crowd. Leporello brings 
her from the crowd, makes love, fctUs on his knees ; 
she takes off her mask, slaps his face ; aU the charac- 
ters laugh. 
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EfUer Finikin, r. 

J)VET.-^LeporeUoand Finikin. 

Air—" Blue BelU qf Scotland:* 

Fin. Oh ! where, and oh ! where, is my own dear 

maiden gone ? 
Lep, She*s gone with Don Giovanni, ,and wont a 

maid return. 
Fin, Then it's heigho ! my heart for she^s left me all 
forlorn. 
Torn from me ! torn from me ! l¥hich way did they 
take her ? 
Lep. TheyVe gone to Long Acre, along with a baker. 
lExit vfith Finikin, r. Giovanni and Constantia ad- 
vance from crowd, and are going off, but are met by 
Deputy and Mrs. Englishy with Watchman, L. Gio- 
vanni and Constantia try to escape on opposite side, 
but are met by Finikin and Watchman ^ Giovanni 
and Constantia are parted ; great bustle, and great 
noise ; all tlie Masks in motion. Curtain falls on the 
cor\fusion, 

END OF ACT I. 
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SCENE. J.— Chalk Farm, Primrose HiU, f^c. by day* 
light; a clump of trees at the back of the stage. 

Enter Giovanni and Leporello, l. in modem dresses, the 
one as a dashing young Man of Fashion, of the present 
day ; the other, a genteel Servant. LeporeUo carries a 
pair of pistols with him. 

Gio. First on the ground, however! — Egad, a pretty 
scrape I have involved myself in, for ' thoagh I have 
lost the lady, I mnst fight for her. 

Lep, True I having affronted the gentleman you can 
do no less than blow out his brains to give him satisfac- 
tion : but will you not leave poor Leporello a legacy ? 

Gio, I have nothing left to leave but the body of Gio- 
vanni. 

Enter Finikin and Popinjay. 

Ftfi. [Aside to Popif^ay,'] You're sure that yon sent 
for the officers ? 

c 8 / 
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Pop. Oh, yes ! I went to Bow Street myself after 
them. 

GU), [To Finikin.'] Your servant, sir ; you're late ! 

Fin. [Aside.] Late ! I think, too soon. Dear, dear ! 
I wish I were in Pimlico ; any where but here. 

Gto. I've waited, sir — but well to business at once, 
and make up for lost time, 

Fin^ Oh, sir ! I can wait ; I'm in no sort of hurry, I 
can assure you. Where are these officers],? [Aside. 

Gio, Here, Leporello, measure the ground, eight 
paces. D^ye hear, sir? 

Lep. Only eight paces ? 

Gio, No, sir; they're plenty. 

Lep. (l.) If 1 was going to fight, I'd have eleven-and- 
forty. [Aside.] Then, sir, youVe quite made up your 
mind to have a pop at him ? 

Gio, Ay, sir ; and at you, too,, if you don't bestir your- 
self. 

Lep. Oh, lord ! 

Gio. (r.) [To Finikin,] Your second, sir, will help to 
measure the ground. 

Fin. Oh ! sir, assuredly ; with a deal of pleasure. 
Where are these runners ? Are there no means of es- ■ 
caping? [Aside, 

Pop. Measure the ground ! I'd rather be measuring 
tape, a good deal. [Aside.] Young man, [To Leporello,] 
as you appear to have a good understanding, pray step 
out as much as you possibly can. 

Lep. Don't young man me. One, two, three, four^- 
jump ; [Jumps.] five, six, seven, eight— jump. 

[Measuring ground. 

Pop. [To LeporeUo, u] I beg your pardon, but really 
you've miscounted ! 

Lep. Upon my honour, no ; I've given full measure, 
you may depend on't. 

Pop. Eh, your honour, I'm'satisfied. 

Gio. [To Finikin,] Now, sir, we. wait for you. 

Fin. You sha'n't wait long; sir; I'll attend you 
instantly. 

Pop. This is a very awful moment ! 

Gio. [To Finikin.] Take your ground, sir. 

Pop. Dear me ! I'm terribly afraid that I'm about to 
swound ! Sir Fin, have you any hartshorn about you ? 

Fin, I have no hartshorn, but here's a little rose-water. 
[Gtttn^ him a large bottle out of his pocket. 
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Pop. That will do quite as well.. Yoq like perfumes ; 
ifirhich are you most partial to ? 

Fin* Just now, Ithiuk I should prefer — Lavender. 

ICaUing aloud, 

Gio, [To Finikin.'] Here are pistols, sir. 

Fin. I'm extremely obligeni^to you ; but if it makes ho 

difference, we'll use mine. They're loaded with blank 

cartridge. [Aside. 

Gio. As you please, sir. 

Pop, [To Giovanni.'] You couldn't allow me go home 
for a few minutes, or so, could you, sir ? 
Gio. Go home ! when you're a second ! 
Pop. Oh, true ! I'd forgot that. 
Gio. [To Finikin^ who has got behind a tree, at the 
back of the stage, l. u. e.] You have taken the wrone 
ground, sir. 
Fin. Havel? -[Comes forward. 

Lep. [Crosses to l. s. e.] This is your place. [To Fin. 
You can hit him here, sir, can't you? [To GiovannL 
Gio. [To Leporello.) To a nicety. Throw the dead 
body into the Regent's Canal* I have ordered coffee for 
the survivor ! 

Pop. [Goes up to Giovanni, R.] I beg your pardon, 
sir ; but will you have the goodness to wait till I get 
behind this bush : balls are apt to fly, you know. 

[Crosses to the back of the stage, and hides behind a bush, 
Gio. [To Finikin.] Now, sir, it seems we're all pre* 
pared; therefore, I'll just try if I cangiv« you satisfac- 
tion. 

SONG.— Giovanni. 

Air—" The Black Joke." 

Our ground we have taken, our pistols we have ; 
We have nothing to do but the signal to give 

Of one, two, three — fire away I 
So, dear sir, your best I'd advise you to do, 
For if you don't wing me, faith, I shall wing you. 
Now ready, sir', stand, take your pistol in hand. 
For I'm going to sing out the word of commando- 
Hip — one, two, three — fire away ! • 

[Giovanni and Finikin exchange shots. Finikin, Z^«po- 
reUo, and Popii^ay, all faU as if wounded.] 
Gio. I'm safe ! my rival has it, though, 1 think.. Three 
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at one shot ! Eh ! what the plague is this f Zounds ! 
what has killed y oa, sir — a ball, or fear ? [To Leporelioy r. 

Lep. A ball, I fear, sir; it passed through you, and» 
as I, stood behind you, 'entered me. You're winged, 
sir, a'n't you ? 

Gio. Winged! Not I, faith, . 

Fin.^ I wish that I were winged, that I might fly I 
{Aside,'] You're not hurt, Poppy ! [To Popit^ay. 

Pop. No, but I'm excruciatingly alarmed ! 

Fin. Then help me up. 

Pop. [Helping Finikin wp.} Why, you're as heavy as 
if you had a bullet in yon. 

Gio. Now, sir, well try with my pops. 

Fin, With a de&X of pleasure, sir ; but I— 

Pop, And I — ' 

Lep, And I — 

Fin, We're s&tisfied ! 

Gio, If you are satisfied, sir, I can't say I am ; but 
challenge you to have another shot. / 

Fin, Won't an apology do, instead t 

Gio, No, sir ; apologies won't do, sir ; yon, in writ- 
ing, must give miss up. 

Fin, With pleasure. 

Pop, [To Finikin.] Can you write, sir? 

Fin. A running hand. 

Gio, Then it will be all right. Here, Leporello, 
bring the pen and ink. 

Lep. [Aside,] Yes, and I'll get a drop of something 
to drink^ at the same time. 

Gio, Stay : now I think of it, our coffee must be ready 
by this time ; so yon can giye up the lady o?er that. 
This way— 

Fin, Sir, I attend yotf. After you, sir. 

[Exeunt Giovanni and Finikin into Chalk Farm, 

Lep. [To Popii^ay,] This way- 
Pop. No, this is mine. [Running off the opposite side, 

Lep, Stop, that won't do, my fine fellow. 
[Runs qfter him, pulls him hack by the tail tf his coat ; 

Popii^ayfaUs ; Leporello cocks a pittol at him ; he hides 

kisface under his neckcloth, and is led into the house. 

Enter Depoty English and Mrs. English, u 

Dep, (c) Ah ! here, indeed, we breathe the country 
air ; a very rural spot, upon my life ! Here's every 
thing Mie can desire. So, here I'll enjoy myself. 
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SONG,— Mr. Deputy English. 

Air—" Oh ! the Roast Beef of Old England}' 

V\\ get me a pipe, and I'll get me a pot, 

And in that rural box there, I'll sit and Til sot. 

And ril not budge a foot till my dinner I've got 

Off the roast beef of Old England, 

Off the Old English roast beef. 

lExit, R. V. E.' 

Enter Giovanni, /row the house, R. 

Gio, Charming woman ! 

Mrs.E. Sir! 

Gio. Nay, you must not be offended ; your husband's 
old — I am young — Love and pleasure were made for 
youth ; let us enjoy it.- 

Mrs. JB. Ah, Giovanni ! j^our inconstancy is too vvell 
known, to permit me to trust you. 

Gio, You shall teach me to be constant, and by this 
kiss I swear — [Attempts to kiss her, 

' Mrs, E. (l. C.) Hold, sir ! 

Enter the Deputy, who perceives Giovanni, 

Gio, [Aside,'\ Her husband here ! the devil ! I beg 
your pardon, sir, [To the DepiUy.'\ I Was Only pointing 
out the pleasant prospects to Mrs. English. 

Dep. Why, wife ! I^o you know this is the famous 
Giovanni ? and, from what I have heard, a foreigner and 
a singer. — So sir, like a true John Bull, I am glad to see 
you ; and, though I may not understand you, sir, I like 
you ', and any service I can render you, you may freely 
command. 

DUETTO & CHORUS. —Giovanni and Mrs. English, 

Air—" The Tyrokse to Liberty," 

Gio. (c.) Merrily every bosom boundeth. 
Merrily oh ! merrily oh ! 
Now Giovanni's freedona soundeth. 

Merrily oh ! merrily oh ! 
Here the pistol's balls fly more fleetly. 
Here the syllabubs eat more sweetly, 
Every joy Chalk Farm surroundeth, 
Merrily oh ! merrily oh ! 
Cho, Merrily, merrily, oh ! &c. 
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Mrs, E, (l.) Cheerily now from Hampstead's valley. 

Cheerily oh ! cheerily oh ! 
Over Primrose Hill we'll sally, 

Cheerily oh ! cheerily oh ! 
If a charming girl, won by bravery. 
Sweeter be than one kept by knavery, 
Round Giovannrs pistol rally. 

Cheerily oh ! cheerily oh ! 
Cho, Cheerily, cheerily oh ! &c. 

[Exeunt Dep. E. and Mrs. £., u and Gio., R* 

SCENE U.—Outside of Deputy English's House. It U 

getting dark. 

Enter Constantia, r. 

Con. (c.) So, Don Giovanni's fought for me, I hear ; 
that is a sign he bears me still in mind ; and though he 
IB flirting with Mrs. English, that he is fond of me, I 
think I'm sure. I've heard an old proverb, which says^ 
a reformed rake always makes a good husband ; and to 
reform him, I've a scheme with Mrs. E. of which he'll 
little dream. But he is here ; I'll stand aside and watch 
him. We've laid our snares so well, we must succeed. 

[Exit, R, s. B. 
£ii/«r Giovanni, L. 

Gio. Yes, Here's the house ; I've found it, though it is 
in the dark. He certainly may b® called a spark who 
lights himself. Old English has gone out to spend the 
evening, left his wife for his club, bo that's all right 
Hist, hist! [CaUing at the Deputy*s door.'] But then, 
Constantia, what apang thrills through my heart Could 
I but gain her hand ! She's young and rich ! She shall, 
Bhe must be mine ! But what am I about ? I'll think of 
lovely Con some other time. Now fur the signal. 

[Knocks. 
Mrs. English appears at the door qfthe house, 

Mrs. E. Giovanni ! , 
Gio. Yes. 

Mrs, E. Come in. and make no noise. 
Gio. I will, my love 1 Now, for ten thousand rap- 
tures. [Entevs the house with Mrs. £• 

Enter Leporello, l., with lanthom and ladder. 

SO^Q.^LeporeUo. 

Air — " Hey randy dandy, O .'" 

Giovanni is leading his usual life ; 
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Hey randy dandy, O ! 
He's come here to make love to another man's wife. 

With bis gallopping randy dandy, O ! 
Three bottles he drank at a tavern to-day, 

Hey randy dandy, O !, 
So it's odds, but there'll soon be the devil to pay, 

With his galloping randy dandy, O ! 
I*ve brought him a ladder, and brought &im a lamp, 

Hey randy dandy, O ! 
For a notion I have, when he means to decamp, 

That he'll find them devilish handy, O ! 
I don't know how it is,- but I feel to-night 

Hey randy dandy, O ! 
So 111 go to the whiskey-shop down by the right, 

And get a few quarterns of brandy, O ! 
[Knocks loudly at Mrs, E*s door^ and eaUs *^ Giovanni, 

Giovanni V* then exits hastily, r. Gio. opens the door 

and comes forward. — Mrs, Eng. shuts the door on him 

unperceived, 

Gio. Who's there ? no one : it was Con's voice, I'm 
sure. It came, 'faith ! devilish maha-propos. Well, I'll 
go back« [Finds the door shut,] Zouuds ! why the door 
is fast. Holloa ! hist, hist I plague on't, shut out at 
such a moment I Eh ! where's the lanthorn I whereas 
Leporello? and whereas the ladder? Devil take the 
scoundrel ! I've drank too much ; but, 'faith ! could not 
refuse the glass offered by such a hand. The charming 
wench ! she'll bless my love, no question. 'Twas cruel 
of her, though, to shut me out. Oh I here my rascal 
comes without his light. 

Enter Depdtv English, l. 
Come here, you dog ! I've had such luck this evening ! 

[Mistaking him for LeporeUo, 

Dep. [Aside,"] Eh! who's this, the Don? the funny 
rogue ! he takes me for his servant, Leporello. I'll listen 
to him ; he seems very fresh. 

Gio, (c.) I've been with such a charmer, and so kind, 

Dep. (L.) Who? 

'Gio, English s wife« 

Dep. My wife ! Death and the devil ! 

DUETT,— Gioraniw* and Mr. Deputy English, 
Air — " Chanson d'Amuur," 
Gw; I gave her kisses one, 
Half afraid $^ 
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I gave her kisses one, 

She frown'd, and cried, *' Have done I " 

But, " Go on/* her pretty blue eyes plainly said. 

I gave her kisses two. 

Bolder grown j 

.1 gave her kisses four — 

'[Deputy throws off his cloak, 
Dep. Oh, zounds ? Til hear no more ; 

I've heard too much already, Mr. Don. 
[Exeunt Deputy into the house, greatly enraged, Giovanni 
laughing, l. 

SCENE III — Outside af Westminster Hall, in a new 

light. 

Enter Leporello ondCoNSTANTiA, l. in counsellors' gowns 
and bands : Leporello vUh a wig and green bag, 

Lep, But tell me, miss, why are we disguised thus ? 

Con. Oh ! *t;s a little bit of roguery. 

Lep, Of course ; or else we need not be lawyers. 

Con, This cause, English versus Giovanni, we have 
told him, stands for to-day ; we are his coundel. We 
meet him here to consult him for the defendant — but our 
consultation must be how much we can make him pay, 
that his creditors may bring him to his senses. 

Lep, Ay, like true lawyers ; I*m quite of your opinion. 
-But stop, my learned sister, where's my fee ? 

Con. That we must get from him — he comes. 

Enter Giovanni, l. 

Gio. In love, in law, I'm in a pretty hobble ! My 
awkward trial, too, comes on to-day : there'll be the 
devil to pay ! [Sees Leporello and Constantia,'] - My 
lawyers ! 

Lep, \A%%de to ConitantiaI\ He means us ! [Coming 
forward^ Your servant, Don! With your leave, as 
cause comes on to-day, weVe come for fees. 

TRIO. — Constantia, Leporello, and Giovanni, 

Air—" Soldier gave me one Pound.** 

.Lep. (r. c.) Giovanni, give me one pound. 
Con. (l. 0.) Giovanni, give me two. 
.Lep. Tsial it comes on to-day ; 

Con, And nothing we can do<— 
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Lep, Unldss you give a fee 

Both to me— 
Con, And me. 

Both. For, oh ! the law*s a mill that without ^rist will 

never go. 
Lep. Giovanni, give me one pound, ^ 

Con. Giovanni, give me two. 

Both, For, oh ! a brief without a fee will never, never do. 
Con, Don't you know, the law — 
Xfp. Has ciapp'd on you its claw ? « 
Botk. And, oh ! the law's a mill that without grist will 

never go. 

Gio, Lawyer, there is one pound, [Gives Lep. money* 
Lawyer, there are two, [Gives Con. money. 

And now I am without a pound, 
Thanks to the law and you ! 
For, oh ! I feel the law 
Has clapp'd on me its claw ; 
And, oh! the law's a mill that without grist will 
never go. 

L,ep. Now, then, my learned brother, to the hall. 
English against Giovanni; it comes on first. I a rare 
philippic shall speak, sir. We lawyers like to talk 
about crim con. We've bled him nicely ! [Aside.'] Come, 
my learned brother, Coke upon Littleton — Budge versus 
Fudge. [Exit, with ConstantiOf as if going to the court, a. 

SONG.—Giotjanni. 
Air—" The Woodpecker.'* 

I knew by the wigs, that so greasefully curVd, 
Adown their lank chops^ ti^at they wanted a fee ; 

And I said, if I had but a pound in the world. 
These devils of lawyers would take it from me. 

All was still in the court, not a sound did I fear. 
But the bailiff quick tapping my shoulder, oh, dear! 

Enter Leporello and Constantia, as from court, r. 

Gio, Have you a verdict ? 

Lep. Yes, sir. 

Gio, Name it ; quick. 

Lep. Guilty : the damages, ten thousand pounds. 

Gu). Ten thousand pounds for nothing but a kiss ! 

Lep, 'Twould have been twice as much but for my 
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Bklll. It was in vain, their ooamiel I orerhaiiled— ^tliey 
went 80 far^ Pen, as to prove the fact- 

Gio. 'Tis false { 

Lep, We'll leave our bill of costs for the defence, and 
call for the amount v^rhen next we're at the hall. Good 
day ! My learned brother, shall we trudge it ? As I 
said in that cause of Fudge and Budge : '^ Botherum, 
gatherem, client Simpletoni, distressem pluckem ex- 
contini, &c." [Exit with Caustaniiaf l. 

Gio. Ten thousand pounds, and I'm not worth a 
ahilling ! In debt, in love, in law ! undone Giovanni ! 
I've only now to get in wine to be completely ruined. 

Enter Nokes and Styles, r., watchingGiovamnu 

Nok, This is our man, let me make the caption^ 

Sty, I will ; but mind you fake care of the fee* 

Gio, A ruin'd wretch ! ah ! whither shall I wander f 
Who will provide Giovanni now with a home ? 

Nok. I will. 

Gio. Kind friend ! 

Nok. A snug one, in the Bench ; where you may ^till 
enjoy your glass and girl. I'm glad I've found you. 

Nok, So am I. 

Gio. You know, of course, that youVe my prisoner ; 
00 band us out our fee. 

Gio, Your prisoner, fellow ! 

Nok,^ Ay, Dob, unless you pay ten thousand pounds. 

Gio, Ten thousand pounds, dog! I can't pay one 
farthing. 

Nok. Oh ! oh ! then you mnsf go over the water, Mr. 
Giovanni. 

DUETT.— 7^oke« and Styles. 

Air—** Over the Water to Charley.^ 

Nok* Over the water and over the bridge. 

And into the King's Bench, Giovanni ; 
And over the water we now must trudge, 
Or get in a coach, Giovanni. 

Giovanni, you love ale and wine ; 

Giovanni, you love brandy ; 
Giovanni, you love a pretty girl, 
Gio, As sweet as sugar-candy. 
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Nok, Then sujre, to pay you will not grudge^: 
You kiss'd the wench, Giovanni ; 
So over the water cmd over tiie bridge. 
And into the Bench, Oioyanni. 

[^ExU, Giovanniy itith Nokes and Styles. 

SCENE IV. — Interior of the King*8 Bench, in its true 
Ught, Shirr, Spcnge, and other Debtors discovered; 
some wdUeing about, others playing at rackets, S^c, 

CHORUS OF DEBTORS. 

Ain—** Peggy of Derby, oh!*' 

Oh ! laugh at the hour, 

When, in John Doe's power, 
We debtors to the Surrey College came. 

Let's hasten to our play ; 

Three months soon will pass away. • 
What is life, after all, but a racket- game ? 

Then, debtors, get your jackets, 
And let us go to rackets : 
Like a ball, we're up and down at fortune's smile— the 
wench ! 
Like our balls, we here remain, 
But, one day, to ease our pain. 
Like a bat, the Act will soundly knock us out of the 
Bench. 

Shi, (c.) Ay, ay, my boys ; let's hasten to our play> 
and leave work to our creditors. 

AU* Bravo! {Loud cries outside, ** Giovanni, Gio-' 
vanni I") 

Enter Giovanni, conducted in by Nokbs and Styles. 

Spu, Giovanni, welcome to this sacred spot, where 
lawyers, bailiffs, duns, daren't show their faces ! What, 
downcast ! psha ! my dear Don, pour a glass of spirits 
down to keep your spirits up* 

Gio» Spirits I why they^re forbidden. 

Spu. Well, then, tape. We find a way to evade the 
law, Don i rum Charley helps us : every morniug a gal- 
lon of rum walks in within his wooden leg* You'll pay 
your entrance, of course ? 'tis usual, sir. 

Gio. This place is well called college, since it sup- 
plies so much and various learning. But, zounds f I've 
not a note to treat these brothers^ 

D8 



40. GIOVANNI IN LONDON. [ACT II. 

Enter Turnkey, tcith a Letter, L. 

Turn, Here's a note for you, sir. lExit, l. 

Gio» Psha ! I want some of Henry Hase. What's 
this ? Constantia^s hand ! {Reads.) ^*- Though you 
forsook me, I can't forsake you in the hour of want J* 
Ah! a friend, indeed! *' I have enclosed you a retain-, 
ing fee ; with this bri^ counsel, remember me" Bear 
girl ! ten pounds ! this I never can forget : now, now- 1 
feel I am indeed a debtor. Here, you rogues I here, 
here is my entrance-money. 

[Gives money to debtors, who shout. 
Spu, You'll find here, Don, the best of company : all - 
the great wits and authors are here. We have some 
players, too» of no mean note ; and as for gentlemen, 
we're full of them. "We're not confined in living, neither ; 
, though prisoners, we feed like princes here. 
Gio, Well, for poor debtors that is very odd. 
Spu. But I say, Don, as you're a stranger, I must talk 
to you about your chujn. 
Gio, My chum ! 

..Spu, Your bedfellow, that is tol>e: but stop, you'd 
better leave it to my care. 

Gio.' Nay, if you please, I'll see to that myself. I 
have a little damsel in my eye, will come and — 

Spu, Oh ! my dear Don, for shame ! An easy blade 
this, I must try and bubble him : he's got some money, 
'twill be IHUe trouble. [Aside,'\ My dear Don, let me 
put you on your guard while you are here; I speak, 
quite disinterestedly : some of our brothers, I am sorry 
to say, are very apt to borrow and ndt return. I trive 
you just a hint : it's not my way ; I like to do as I'd be 
done by. You couldn't lend me a pound-note, could 
you? 

Gio» With pleasure. [GUoes money. 

Spu. Zounds ! I wish I'd asked for two. [Aside.] 
Depend on't, it shall be punctually repaid. Some day 
or other I may assist you : just now I happen to be ra- 
ther short. You couldn't lend me a few shillings more ? 
Gio, Oh ! yes. [Giees money, 

Spu, I'm very much obliged ; I am, indeed. Perhaps 
you'd like to read the newspaper ? I'll go and fetch it. 
I must bleed him again. [Aside,"] It must have come 
down from the upper rooms by this time ; so you ean see 
what's going on in town. [Exit, i. 
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Gio. Alas! what ia the town or world to met Id 
love, in limbo ( when shall I get released ? Constantia, 
love^ now do I think upon thy charms ! 

AIR. — Giovanni. 
AiR-^** Robin Adair,*' 

What's the gay town to me, 

In the King's Bench ? 
Oh ! when shall I get tree 
V From the King's Bench ? 

Ah ! still to jOy and mirth, 
Freedom it is gives birth : 
Confinement's hell on earth. 

In the King's Bench. [ExU^ R# 

JEnter Shirk, Spunge, and Debtors, l. 

&hirJe» Pall up, pull up ! a lawyer's at the gate : the 
fool's not aware, I dare say, how we serve gentlemen of 
his calling. We'll give it to the dog : but mind, be 
steady, lads ; go some of you and get the pump and 
blanket ready. [Exeunt DMorsy l. 

Enter Leporello, m aeoun8eUor*8 dress, with a blue bag* 

Lep. I come from twelve and thirteen, Clement's Inn : 
I'm a lawyer ! I» Giovanni, pray, within. But there's 
no fear of his being at home here ; you gentlemen are 
not much given to ramble. 

Shu Yes, he's at hoo^ ; but before you can see him, 
we must bestow the lav^ryer's fee on you. 

Lep» Oh, certainly ! give me my fee ; 111 take anything. 
Shi. By rights, you should have s^x-and-eightpence ; 
but two half-crowns are all the fee we give. 

Lep, Well, two half-crowns. What a pack of fools ! 

Shi^ Now your crown must be crack'd, ere you've two 

^ halves ! So, ere we cool your courage with the pump, 

* we'll try how high your ambition will carry you : — send 

you on a visit to the man lu the moon. Bring the 

blanket, boys I 

Lep, A blanket ! zounds ! they mean to murder me ! 
Help ! help here I I'll indict you all for assault and bat- 
tery ! [^Running away, l. 
[iSAirfe, SpungCy and Debtors,' bring back Lepofello, and 
toss him in a blanket, at the back qf the stage, he ex- 
claiming all the time — " I'm no lawyer !" &c. Theif 
then hurry him off, crying — ** To the pump'." 

D3 
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Enter GipvANNi, r. 

Gio, No one arrived ; not even Leporello to get roe 
bail ! ungrateful villain ! If my dear Constantia would 
but visit me — but can I hope it — 

Enter Porous, Drainemdry, Simpkins, ^c. ereditora of 

Giovanni, l. 

Bless me ! who are these ? Zounds, all my creditors. 
Whither shall I fly? 

Dra. We^e called to know, Don, what you mean to 
propose, and when you think it's likely you can pay ? 

Gio. Pay ! 

Sim, Yes, you've surely something to say. 

Por, Let us hate a part, Don, if you can't pay ui all, 
and give us security for the remainder. 

Gio, Zounds, liow shall I get rid of these fiends ? Ah, 
my Constantia ! 

Enter Constantia, l., who crosses to Gioummiy R. 
This makes amends for everything. 

BRA\VRA.^Constantia to Creditors. 

Air — " Cease yowr Funning,** 

Cease your dunning, 

Serjeant Running- 

—ton shall set Giovanni free I 

Then how soothing, 

Owing nothing, 
What a happy man he*ll be ! 

Leaving roving, 

True to loving. 
True he^ll to Constantia be. 
\^Shirky Spunge, and Debtors, rush in, and hustle off 
Drainemdry, Porous, Simpkins, and Criditors, L. 

SCENE V.-'Erterior of the Insolvent Court. 

Enter Drainemdry, Poroos, Simpkins, Cobbler, and 
other Creditors of Giovanni, l. 

Dra. What, take the act, and cheat me of my money 1 
a pretty swindler this Don Giovanni, upon my word ! 

Cob, He'll be my ruin ! nothing can redeem me, upon 
my soul, unless he pays my bill. 

Por. Why, how much is it ? 
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Cob, Fonrteen and Beven-pence, welting hoots and 
mending — 

Sim, Psha ! that's a trifle ! he owes me fifty ponnds. 

Dra, Pooh ! he owes me fourscore — Oh ! here he is. 
\_Enter Giovanni^ Corutanlia, and Bailiffs^ a.] Yo« 
rogue ! 

Par. You swindler! 

Sim. You cheat 1 

Dra. But you sha'n't escape us, — we will all oppose 
you. 

Gw. Be patient, I am willing to pay you all, but I am 
BOW reduced to my last shilling. 

GIOVANNI'S ADDRESS TO HIS OPPOSING 

CREDITORS. 

Air—" Scots wha ha'e wV Wallace BUdi" 

Duns that give Giovanni trust. 

Duns, doubt not I shall be jus^ 

But take the benefit I must, 

For 'tis for liberty ! 

Now's the day, and now's the hour^ 

See the bailiff grimly lour, 
ISee approach the sheriff's power, 

Writs and slavery. 
Who would be a debtor, eh ? 
Who in the King's Bench would Stay T 
Who would be confin'd all day ? 

Let hiip prisoner be ! 
. Who for the Insolvent Laws, 
Freedom's schedule freely draws^ 
Freeman stand in freedom^s cause. 

On to covirt with me. 

l^Exit with Bailiffs t»(o courts l 

« 

Drain. Come, friends, we^ll all oppose him. 
Simp. Ay, every man of us. 
, Cob, Oh, my poor bill ! 

'{Exeunt Drainemd/ry^ PorauB, Simpkius^ and CredUorSf 
into cowrty l. 

Enter Leporbllo, r. 
Lep. Ill not oppose ,him, though he is in my debt ; 
no doubt I shall get my wages some time or another; 
that's if the plot don't fail, which now we*re trying. 
His long confinement must have tamed his roving by 
this time, find made him steady, or the devil's in «t * U 
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fOy all will be well ; if not, poor Miss Coiifltaiitta f-^I 
wonder if they'll grant him bis discharge — 
INoiae tcUhouty and erie$ fj^Qiovanni's free 1 hazza ! 
and shame, shame !] 
Odsflesh ! what means that olamour ? Zounds, th^y Ver 
cleared him I Oh, my dear master \ 

Enter Giovanni, Constantia, and CrcditorSf L. — Gio- 
vanni crossna to hack of stage^ R. u. &. 

Dra, [To Giovanni as he passes hitn,"] Shame, shame f 
you swindler ! You think you\e cheated me, but you 
ar'n't, for I always charsed double J [Exitf B« v. E* 

Por, [To Giovanni as Ke passes him."] You are a nice 
young fellow, I don^t think ! [Exit, r. 0. s* 

. Sim, [Goes up to GtotHmni.] Ar'n't you a pretty fel- 
low, you have swindled me nicely, and — > 

[Leporello pxishes him off, R. u. e. 

[The Cobbler, overcome by the immensity- and utter hope* 

iessness of his loss, makes several ineffectual attempts 

to express his feelings; but finding hims^ unequal 

to the taskf retires, plunged in grief, 

Gio, [Coines forward, c] 111 now make up for- my 

temperance in the Bench ; I'll revel, dance, sing, drink^ 

game, swear, everything — [Exeunt ^ l., langhing, 

SCENE Vl,-^Chming'cross by a blue Ught-^Equestrian 

statue qf King Charles, 

Enter Leporello/ L. 

Lep, Giovantii Aree, proves he is still Giovanni : he's 
ranging everywhere in search of petticoats. Oh ! if we 
could but reclaim this libertine^ it would immortalize us 
— but how ? ah ! there^s the rub. He is to meet me in 
Cockspur Street soon, by appointment ; he must pass by 
this statue, so, like the commandant upon bis horse—- 1 
have it — in this blue light .^will answer certainly : just 
so he looked who asked the Don to sup where he was 
9npped on. I'll try it — there can be bo harm in trying — 
the coast is clear — no one has observed me, so up I 
go. A footstep — some one comes^-it is Giovanni, mum I 

[Climbs up the Statue, 
A FemaHe erassss the stage hastily ^ from l., and exit, r., 

Enter Giovanni, l. in pursuit, 

Gto. That was a lovely girl I met just ao.w ^ ske^s 
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set me all on fire. Confound the wench t she went this 
way ! I'll after her at onoe. l<ioingy r. 

BALLAD.— LeporeZlo. [Very ghostilif.} * 

AiR.-*-"Bdnwy, leave the girls aiUmey 

Giovanni, leave the girls alone ; 
Giovanni, leave the girls alone ; 
For oh ! your tricks move stock and stone ; 
Then quiet let them be.' 

Pluto put the kettle on ; 
Pluto put the kettle on ; 
To supper once I asked the Don, 
I ask him now to tea. * 

Gio, Odsblood 1 what* s this ? the commandant here ! 
How the devil has the fellow found his way from Spain f 
Instead of raking, I'd best go to praying, or he may 
alight and take me — 

Lep. [In a hoUow voice.'] From whence you came ! 

Gio, Who has spoken ? Oh, lord ! good Mr. Statue,' 
I'll amend. Thoughts of old times have made me 
devilish warm. Should I go down below again, I fear 
it would be long enough ere I got back again. Ves, I'll 
reform, for dear Constantia's sake. Good bye, old Stoney 1 
Morning will soon beam, so yon had better take yourself 
and your horse off. [Exit^ R. 

Lep.. [Descends from ike statue.'] Ha, ha, ha ! 

Pluto put the kettle on, Pluto put the kettle on ; 
Prossy, take it off again, Giovanni's run away. 

I've frightened him a bit, I think. Why, hang it! he 
roust have been in liquor : yet this blue moonlight, shin- 
ing on the horse, I must say, is monstrous striking. Eh ! 
here again ! , ^ 

Reenter Giovanni, r. 

Gio, (o.) It must have been delusion, but that I'll soon 
find put: no, here's the man and horse. [Sees LepfrreUo,'] 
Ah ! Leporello, speak, what are you alarmed at, sirrah ! 

Lep, [Pretend^ to he drea4fvUy fri^htemed,] Oh, sir!! 
he has spoken. 
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Oio» Who has spokeii 7 

Zr€j». Oh, Bir ! the man from tiiat stooe horse has spo^ 
ken* It has, upon my word, spoken to me, and said., 
that he was sent up stairs to fetch you— down again, if 
you didn't immediately reform. Look, sir, how firm he 
sits : be warned in time^ sir^ and list to reason. 

Gio, I will, I will. 

Lep. You know you're very poor ; now, sir, hard by 
lives an old maid who rolls in riches, and who wants a 
husband ; what do you say, sir, to a good estate ? you 
will not have a chicken for your bride, but what of that, 
sir, you'll be rich for Iife« 

Gio, It shall be so — lead on — my mind's made up. 
I'll marry the rich old maid and repent at once. 

lExeuntfLm 

SCENE VII.— -Grant/ Saloon by aftmlighU 

Bmter Mbs. IsVifOfitLhOf. disguised ob an old wudd, l. 8. s 

Mrs. I/, (c.) I think this dress will do ; this air and 
manner will serve, at leajit, somebody toeiitrfip. Should 
the Don come» I'll try if I can't win him ; if he resists 
me now, the duce is in it. 

SONG.^iKfr«. LeporeUo, 

Air — " Nobody coming to marry me*** 

A maid at sixty- six, 

Must ifot reftise a man ; 
But ah ! not a soul can I fix, 

Though, I'm sure, I do all that I can. 
Oh, dear ! what will become of me t 

Dear, dear t what shall I do 1 
Nobody cciming to marry me. 
Nobody coming to woo* 

Enter Lepquello, l. conducihig Giovanni. 

' lip, (L. c.) ThwB she is, sir; see what a valuable 
concern f Why, there's a thousand pounti in every fea- 
ture. Her nose is worth five hundred, and her eyes — 
why, they are Jew's eyes, sir. Attack her, then, at 
once. 
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Gto. I wllL Charmini^ woman! 
[Music, Giovanni makes love to Mrs, LeporeUo in dumb 

show; she coyly yields to Mm; — hefaUs on one knee, c. 

She sits upon it, 

Mrs, L. Ohy Don ! you're too polite, you are, indeed : 
and then you plead in snch a tender way, I can't refnse 
yon ! n0| dear Don, I can't. There is my hand ; make 
me at once year wife. 

Lep, Take her at once : our fottone's made. Why, 
Bounds ! sir, how you stand*! [Aside toGiovmini, 

Gio. Shall I, then, for the withered arms of age, 
leave the blooming charms of my young, my kind Con- 
stantia, because at fortune's frown, like me, she*s poor ? 
Perish the thought ! No ; if Giovannf mrust a husband 
be, still, as of old, it shall be «' All for love/' 

Enter Constantia, Deputy English, and Mrs. English, 
L. u. E., who stand u» the background, watching. 

Ill geek Constantia out ; reform, repent ; and make that 
charming, faithful girl, my wife* 

Con, [Coming forward,^ My own, my tried Giovanni 1 
Know, to reward your love and cooslancy, Constantia 
still is rich and worthy of you. This lady, with her 
formal dress and air, was onee yo«r iavoarite. 

Gto. Eh ! Donna Anna ? 
[ilfrs. L, throws off her old maid's dress and t^ppears as 
herself; Giovanni salutes her,^ 

Lep, She's not Donna Anna now, but Mrs. LeporeUo, 

Dep. Welcome, Giovanni ! 

Gio, The deputy ! 

Dep, Yes. 

Gio. The trial— 

Dep, Was a hoax, played to try you ; you must par- 
don all our tricks, now that they*re over. Constantia 
was my ward ; so take her hand, with my consent ; and 
may you try to deserve her. 

Gio. (c.) 7ben here I swear eternal constancy and love. ^ 

A milder path to find reform youVe given 

Than others did, since your^s will lead to heaven. 
[Scene draws off at the back, and exibits a splendid fancy 

pavilion. Ladies and gentlemen enter from aU sides, in. 

rich dresses. A grand display of fireworks takes place. 

During the -singing qf the finale, Giovanni's tftone op- 

pears in iUuminated characters. 
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FINALE. 

AiR^^* Here's a Health to all good Lasses* 

Dep* Here*8 saccess to Don Giovanni ! 

FinS^ CoH» Here's success to Don Giovanni! 
AU, All saccess to Don Giovanni ! 

Though his follies have been many. 

Here he makes amends at last 
Lad, Worthy patrons, 

Gttu ■ Kindly shield him ; 

Lad, Do not blame him. 

Gen,. Pardon yield him. 

AU, Here's success to Don Giovanni ! 

Thoui^h his follies have been many. 

Overlook his errors pas^. 

ICurtainfaOs, 



DISPOSITION OP THE CHARACTERS AT THE 
FALL OF THE CURTAIN. 

Masqueraders at the back from r. to L. 
Mrs* L£P. Lep. Con. Gio. Depu. Mrs. Eno. 
B.] [l. 



THE END. 
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REMARKS. 



€%$^ Sb^Qol of Kefomt, 



_ X 

- ViaLBNT tnuisUions, whatever effect they ma^ produ.ce, ar« pn- 
natnral. Sentimental honsebreakers, and contrite pickpockets, aa 
they aeldora occur in real life, mast be regarded as coriosities, and 
are only valuable as such. The author of The Beggar's Opera might 
laave transformed Macheath into a virtuous hero, but wisely consi- 
dering that it was safer to reprieve than to reform hloi ; be spared 
the audience a world of sermonising, that these sudden transitions from 
vice to virtue are sure to produce. Mr. Morton has judged more 
favourably of human nature — he has exhibited a striking, and per- 
haps useful example, that it is never too late to pause in the career 
of guilt, and that the felon, however degraded in the eyes of ^an- 
Idnd, and lost to himself, may, by dint of strong and virtuous resolu- 
tion, regain that rank in society which his crimes had forfeited. 

Such a character is not a fit hero for comedy. Guilt and remorse 
are no incentives to merriment; and The School of Reform exhibits 
little else but violent conflicts between these terrible passions. 
Though the interest excited is great, it is nevertheless of sp painful a 
nature, tiiat, but for the moral inculcated, it would be almost in- 
supportable. 

Let us, liowever, do justice to the excelfent intentions of the 
aotfaor. With the absolute power of raising our mirth, he has, in 
this instance, generously preferred exciting our sympathy in the be* 
half of a race on whom the Pharisees of this world Idok down 
with pride and contempt. He has singled out, for the especial ad- 
miration of his fellow countrymen, one of the many glorious iusti- 
ttttions. which piiilanthropy has raised for the protection and sup- 
port of suffering humanity. One of his chief characters is an 
orphan, who, but for sttch an asylum, must have perished ; or, what 
is inflidtely worse, have failed an early prey to ignorance and 
vice. His hero he has taken from humble life— he has given him 
ail the low cunning that belongs to his station, mingled with feelings 
that, under better guidance, might have risen to virtue. The attemp' ' 
is sufficiently open to ridicule — it was one of Mr. Puff's favourite 
devices to dramatise the penal code, and make people fall in love 
with housebreaking. The German school has certainly exhibited 
many singular examples in this way ; and to Shendan, who was 
always alive to the ridiculous, it was fair game. With many pre- 
judices to contend Mr. Morton has come off , victorious— he has 
adopted the maxim of the poet — 

" How empty learning, and how vain is art. 
Save when it guides the life, or mends the heart P 

and success the most brilliant and unequivocal was the reward of his 
Ikbours. - * ' 

A3 
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Certain parts of this comedy bear a strong resemblance to Speed 
the Plough— Henry and Frederick are both foondlinga , both mira- 
colously find protectors, and both have the singular good fortune to 
inspire yoang ladies with tender sentiments at first sight. To create 
Mirprtse, som€time9 at the expense of probability, is a favonrite re- 
source with modern dramatists, and nine times out of ten, after the 
first scene or two, we may single oat the characters who are to marry 
one another. It requires no conjarer to teil us who are to father the 
deserted children in the School of Reform and Speed ibe Plough. 

Mr. Ferment, witJi his plans, is a scion of the Handy family. 
It is not often that a husband has to complain of bis wife's siiencej 
the difiicully generally lies the other way : 

'* 'Tis strange to find in women, old and youngs 
Such wond'rouB volubility of tongue." 

But Mr. Morton wa? determined to be original, and exhibit ■ man 
in the singular predicament of running mad, because his wife won't 
talk. The scenes in which this o<ld couple appear, are seasoned 
with an agreeable portion of whim. General Tarragan is the cooB' 
terpart of all old generals that have gone before him. — He is warm- 
hearted and irascible — with the usual complement of ** dammed that 
appear absolutely essential to constitute a military man. One senti- 
ment, as regards duelling, Vks our entire approbation — it is in truth 
** but poor shabby tvork," running into Hyde Park— loading pistols- 
firing in the air— -and shaking hands I '*The best part of valonr,** 
says Falsiatr, ** is discretion,'' and this is the sort of discretion 
that a large ms^ori.iy of our fighting gentry are quite adepts at prae- 
tising. 

'l*his drama abounds in striking situations, but not of the comie 
cast. We may. except the scene between Ferment and Tyke, where 
the latter is mistaken for a peer. The equivoque is kept up with 
great ingenuity and spirit. We remember Leu>i» and Emery in 
this particular scene — nothing could be finer than Emery's start of 
consiions guilt, when Ferment familiariv claps him on the shoulder 
with the words, " / apprehend you," The subsequent interview be- 
tween Lord Avondale and Tyke, where the culprit is reminded of 
his father, and the seen* where he recognises the old man to be his 
long-lost parent, can only find a parallel in the happiest conceptions 
of our elder dramatists. The gothic chapel, the accompanying music, 
and Mrs. St. €lair apppearing before ner lord, are borrowed ftx>m 
the Winter's Tale ; but we quarrel not with this, since the idea of 
Shakspeare has been turned to such good account. 

The language, in the humorous parts, is lively, and in the serious 
impassioned. But it is occasionally disfigured with certain political 
clap-traps, which, though they may make the unskilful applaud, 
cannot but make the Judicious grieve. It was the ftishlou, some 
years since, to bring down the galleries with " Glorious Britain I 
Generous Britain! Old England fur ever! and down with the 

rarley-vous !** Colman has much to answer for in this respect, so 
as Reynolds — John Bull is a sad egotist, he loves to be the herald 
of hia own fame — whenever John performs a good action, he is sure 
tp proclaim it from the house-top : 

** To John I ow'd great obligations ; ^ 

Bnt John unhappily thought fit 
To publish it to all the nation. 
Sure John and 1 are more than quit" 

The characters in this drama, with the exception of Tyke, are not 
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▼ery strongly marked ; thece was, conseqnently, less scope for the 
display of the peculiar powers of the actors. Lewis and Manden 
lost no opportunity of keeping the aadience in good hnmonr, in 
Ferment and General Tarragan t Charles iKeml>le played Frederick 
Very elegantly, and Cooke added hU talents to the cast, by per- 
forming Lord Avo;idale. But the masterpiece of the aathor and of 
the actor was Tyke. The former had drawn a character perfectly 
original in the annals of the modern drama ; and the latter con- 
ceived and executed his inteniions with a fidelity and power that 
have never been surpassed. Garrick (we speak from the authority 
of those who ti'ell knew that matchless artist) never blended, 
tragedy and comedy with happier effect than did Emery in this^ 
wonderful performance. ' His early scenes were distinguished by a,^ 
roguish cniining that bespoke the . rustic who had learnt his lesson 
from jockey lords and swindlers. Nor were the andience in the 
least prepared for the display of those astonishing powers that in the 
subsequent scenes were to harrow up their bosoms, and raise the 
sictorto the very summit of his art. imagination could hardly con- 
ceive a more appalling picture than Emery calling for "brandy," 
or his convulsive laugh when he utters, " Sleep/ under the sod I 
fnajf.** 

To perform the character of Tyke tolerably is no difficult 
achievement. It aboiinds in point and contrast, of which to give 
even an outline, will always prove efiective. Mr. Rayner haa 
gone thus far, and no farther. This is unfortunately one of the many 
excellent comedies that are necessarily shelved in the present state of 
tl»e drama. The School of Reform must be confined to the closet, 
until an actor shall arise with the genius, the judgment, and the 
capabilities of Emery. 

(^ D .G. 
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LORD AVONDAL]^.~Brown coat and waidtcoat, with gold bot- 
tons — black silk breeches and stockings — shoes and backles. 

GENERAL. — Old-fashioned bine regimental coat embroidered 
with gold — white kerseymere waistcoat and breeches — white stock- 
ings — boots-^three-cornered hat — cane. 

FERMENT.— A short green frock coat with silk tassels— white 
waistcoat and buff breeches. 

FREDERICK.— Blue coat— white waistcoat and trousers. 

OLD TYKE. — Short drab coat and breeches — scarlet waistcoat^ 
worsted stock in gs-<-roand coantrymad's hat. 

RO BERT TYKE.^Fist dress : Mixed countryman's frock coat- 
old striped waistcoat — leather bceeches — worsted stockings — top- 
boots — coloured neckerchief— an old torn hat. Second dress : Blue 
coat and waistcoat with gold buttons — white cravat. 7%ird dreSjS : 
White coat— scarlet waistcoat— shoes with backles. ^ 

TIMOTHY. — Green comic livery — yellow lace. 

PETER. — Brown coat — buff waistcoat and breeches. ^ 

BAILIFF. — Brown frock coat — striped waistcoat and breeches-^ 
gaiters and shoes. 

GAOLER.— Mixed^ coat— led waistcoat— cord breeches — worsted 
stockings, shoes and buckles. 

SERVANTS.— Brown and yellow laced liveries. 

TWO BLACK SERVANTS.- White liveries, with scarlet cuffs 
and collars. 

MRS. ST. CLAIR.— Gray silk dress, trimmed with black velvet 
— white veil. Second dress : Yellow muslin dress, with dra'|)ery, 
&c. to match the picture. 

JULIA. — Neat white ^muslin dress with flounces — white bat and 
feathers — scarf. 

MRS. FERMENT.— Handsome fancy dress of the day. 

MRS. NICELY.— Brocaded silk gown— a flounced apron— rnfilet 
—cap and mittens. 

SHELAH.— Coloured cotton gown- handkerchief. 



Cast of the Characters, as performed at the Theatre Royal, 
• Covent Garden, 1324. 



Lord Avondale - 

General Tarragon 

Mr. Fennent 

Frederick - 

Tyke - 

Old Man - 

Timothy 

Peter - 

Bailiff - - - 

Gaoler • 

TTwmas 

Mrs, St, Clair - 
Julia - - - 
Mrs* Ferment • 
Mrs. Nicely 
Shelah - 



• Mr. Egerton. 

- Mr. BJanchard. 

- Mr. Jones. 

- Mr. Abbott. 

- Mr. Rayner. 

- Mr. Chapman. 

• Mr. Parsloe. 

- Mr. Evans. 

- Mr. Atkins. 

- Mr. Henry. 

• Mr. Heath. 

. Mrs. Fancit. 

• Miss Henry. 

• Mis. Gibbs. 

- Mrs. Davenport. 

- Mrs. Penrce. 



THE SCHOOL OF REFORM. 



ACT I. 

SCENE L'-The Interior qf a PavUUm attached to ike 
Castle qf Lord Avondale. Petbr and two Servants 
employed in nailing up a large cabinet. — Mrs. Nicely 
seated, giving directions, — Table in centre, two chairs. 

Mrs. N, (l.) ConMj that will do ; but don*t make 
more litter than yon can help. \^Rises.'] Be it what it ' 
may, I am glad it is safely put up, however. 

Peter » (r.) I say, Mrs. Nicely, should not you like 
to know what's in the inside ? 

Mrs. N. Should not you, Peter? 

Peter. Oh fie ! no. Curiosity don*t become a servant, 
' Mrs. N. Umph ! can't it be opened, think you f 

Peter, Opened !— no, no, — I*ve been trying these two 
hours. 

Mrs, N. Indeed ! you have no curiosity, and yet-yoa 
try to pick jour master's locks : now I own I have the 
greatest curiosity in the world, but for the world I 
would not so gratify it.— -Well, now every thing is in 
its place. 

Pet. Yes, Mrs. Nicely, you have fagged us prettily, 
and for what 1 Do you Uiiuk his lordship thanks you 
for keeping every thing in its place? 

Mrs. N. 'Why, I fear there is one thing he will have 
no reason to thank me for, and that is for keeping you 
in your place, coxcomb ! [A knockig at the door, r.] Go 
and attend the door — ^whoever he be, he is scraping his 
shoes, and that's always a good sign. 

Fre. ^Without.] Let the carriage proceed. I have 
business here, and will walk to the castle. [Enter^ r., 
and places, on the table a por(/b2to.] Ay, this is the pavi- 
lion his lordship mentioned ; his lordship shall know 
your prompt attention. 

\_8its on the r. of table, and takes a letter from tht 
portfolio. 
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Mrs, N. (c.) Who is he, I wtmder ? 

Pet. V\\ tell you who he is : — His father was a thief. 

Mrs. N, A thief! 

Pet, A convicted felon. 

Mrs, N. Poor youth ! 

Pet, (l.) And you know, what's bred in the bone — 
that's all. 

Mrs, N. (c.) Why, there may be something in that ; 
for I remember, Peter, your father was an informer, and 
you can't help following the trade. 

.Fred, (r.) [To the ServantsJ] Be good enough to take 
that portfolio, and accompany me to the castle. [Servants 
smile, whispei'j and point at him, l.] So, so ! even here, 
the busy tongue of fame has proclaimed my disgraceful 
origin — heigh-ho ! Madam, I presume I address the 
housekeeper of Lord Avondale [Looking at the letter 
and presenting it,] Mrs. Nicely ? 

Mr^. N, ' [Putting on spectacles.'] *Tis in his lordshipV 
hand ; and you have kept it very nice a^d tidy, young 
man. [Apart.] I don't know what may be in the bone, 
but the flesh is handsome and comely, however. [Reads.] 
[^ My good old lady" Ah ! if I was as sure that I am 
good, as that I am old — well — well, ." on the receipt of 
this you will prepare for my itnmediate -arrimd at the CaS' 
tie,"' All is prepared. ^' It wiU be delivered to you by -my 
private secretary: he is a yonth of singular worth — 4o his 
courage I owe my life.''* [To Servants.'] Do you hear that ? 
*^ I need not desire you to pay him respect, as his virtues will 
better command it; those qf my establishment who wish ta 
gain my regard, wHl best secure it by endeavouring Uk 
obtain his, Avondalb." 

[The Servants officiously take up the por{folio and bow 
to Frederick, 

Fre, Let it rest: I will carry it myself. I have no 
occasion for your attendance. 

Mrs, N* Don't stand scraping there, dirtying the floor, 
but go along, all of you, aft you are bid. [Exeunt Ser- 
vantSy R.l And shall I see his lordship in good health, 
sir? 

Fred, (r.) Perfectly so. 

Mrs, N, (L.) I am glad to hear it; for he has plague 

enough in that Parliament House.— Why, I read the 

^ other day in the news, that he was on his legs three 

hours, poor man I and yet, good-natured soul ! he said 

he was content. 
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pKe. The situation of the pavifioQ does credit "to his 
lordship's taste — ^the prospect is enchanting*. 

Mrs, N, Yes, but I believe it has a recommendi^on 
mote enchanting in his eyes^-for here stood the oottage 
of a lady he loved : I was her nurse — poor Emily ! 
Fre. Was she unfortunate ? 

Mrs, N. Ay ; and, though he is my master, shame 
on him for making her so, good dear soul !— Why, she 
would live a month in a room without se much as rom*i 
pliog a chair^cover ; and then the tears she shed ! Ah, sir, 
had' you seen the quantity of pocket-handkerchiefs I had 
to wash, it would have melted your heart. — My memory 
fails me now, or I could tell you all about her. — It will 
be twenty years, come the first Wednesday in January, 
since he took her away — it was a fine clear frosty morn- 
ing — he came about seven o'clock — 

Fre. Your memory does not seem so very bad, Mrs. 
Nicely. 

Mrs N. Yes, 'tis gone. He was not a lord then ; it 
was before he went abroad. 
Fre. But these folliesof his youth are nOw no more. 
Mrs. N, Follies ! — I think they used to be called 
Tices, young man. 

Fre, His lordship is about to be married. 
Mrs, N. I think I can remember his father^s marriage ; 
it will be nine-and-forty years come next Lammas — they 
were rather too late at the church, and — 
Fre, Shall we not he too late at the castle ? — ^you forget 
Mrs, N, Ay,' I do indeed !— the bride wore a white and 
silver negligee. ^Crosses, and looks oatf r,] Hey-day I 
what is that ? Have they got a man in custody ? 

Fre, (l.) Yes, last night General Tarragan and his 
daughter were attacked by a robber : they are now 
taking him to the castle, till his lordship arrives. 

Mrs.N. (r.) LetTis follow, or there will be sad dirty 
doings. 

Gen. {Without J R.] Away with him, a rascal J 
Fre, That is General Tarragan, vrho, in the Indies; 
has wonby his sword wealth enough to offer his daughter 
in. marriasre to Lord Avondale. 

Gen [Without, Vi.] His lordship not here ! then I'll 
see who is here. [Mrs. Nicely retires up* 

Enter General Tarragan, r., crosses, t. 

Why, what a gew-gaw place is this !— 'Sblood, a fovr^ 
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teen-ponnder would blow it to atoms in — [TunMy. r. 
— Eh^who goes there ? 

Fre, (r.) I am 

Gen, Five feet eleTeo, an't you ? ^ 

Fre, I believe so. 

Gen, Well, what regiment 1 

Fre. I am not in the army 1 

Gen, Not in the army ? 

Fre, No, sir — I am— 

Gen, Don't trouble yourself—'tis no matter what you 
are. 

Fre, I am a dependant on Lord Avondale. 

Cren, A dependant, and five feet eleven !— hope no of- 
fence — if there be, } guess what will follow, and must 
take the consequences. 

Fre, Quarrelling with Lord Avondale^s friend would 
ill repay the obligations I owe— 

Gen. Sir, I hope you don't pretend to have more ob- 
ligations to Lord Avondale than I hare ? 'Sdeath, sir, 
but for Lord Avondale, I should not have been worth a 
scar. But for Lord Avondale, I might, at this moment, 
have been a sound, healthy, peaceable man ^ fit for no- 
thing but to kill time, wound feelings, and cut up repu* 
tations [Mrs, Nicely advaneesy l.] with old tabbies at a 
tea-table. Madam, I did not see you — hope no offence 
— if there be, you doubtless have relations ; and, in that 
case, I guess what will follow, and must take the con- 
sequences. 

Fre, (r.) I hope your daughter has recovered from the 
alarm 

Gen, (c.) What, you beard of it? — Yes, we had a 
pleasant sort of a skirmish — a fellow clapt a pistol to my 
head — my daughter screamed confoundedly, and jumped 
out of the carriage ; but she got protection from some 
clodhopper 

Fre. Which was your humble servant. 

Gen. The devil ! Well, sir, I've said it; I conclude 
an apology won't be accepted, and so— — 
Fre. I do not even wish you, sir, to make one. 

Gen. Don't you! then, sir, I ask your pardon with all 
my heart. — Yes, T slapped off a couple of barrels at the 
rascal, but I missed him : the fact is, I have not lately 
had the practice I could wish.— ^But, zounds ! my Julia 
will get to the castle before us. I say,, how do you like 
her? 
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Fre, [Embarraued,'] Miss Tarragan is such 

channs-~I — 

Gen, You don't like her : well, it can't be helped. 

Fre,. Indeed, general, your daughter is only in danger 
of exciting too warm an interest 

Gen. Poor wench ! she's new to England ; — bom in 
India ; none of your routing, flouting, highflyers — all 
strut and streamers, like a young ensign. No, I have 
only to say, open arms ! first rank, kneel ! down she 
goes, supple as a whanyee :— that's old Tarragan's ma- 
nual, my old girl. 

Mrs* N, Tarragan ; ah, my poor head 1 Why, sure 
you can't be the son of old Tarragan, the haberdasher, 
ofBoTerley? 
. Gen, Why, yes,- 1 believe I am — I canH deny it 

Mrs, N» Deny it ! why should you ? he was an honest 
man. 

Gen, Yes, I believe he was— come along. [Crosses, r. 

Mrs, N, (l.) Why, then, you must be little Joey, that 
went to the Indies ? 

Gen, (r.) Yes : I'm Joey — Come along, I say. 

Fre, (c.) General, can I assist you ? 
< Gen, Assist me ! damn your assistance ! though you 
are five feet eleven. Take care of the old girl. 

Mrs* JY* What a memory have I ! Now, I can't, for 
my life, recollect whether or no there was not a little bill 
left unsettled at your father's. 

Gen, Oh, confound your memory ! I say [To Frede' 
Hcfc.] walk fast-^breathe her — that's our only chance. 

[Exeunt y r.' 

8CENE 11.—^ Saloon in Atfondale Castle,^Shouts 

without. 

Enter Pkter and Servants, r. 

Pet, Now, you stand there — and yoo, there. I think 
I hear the carriage — Zounds ! w here's Mrs. Nicely ? 

Enter Mrs. Nicely, l. 

Mrs, N, Bless me ! bless me ! I hope I am not too 
late. There — hold up your heads, and pull out your 
frills — I'm in such a pucker 1 

Enter Frederick, l. 
Is his lordship coming ? 
Fre, Heard you not those applauding shouts ? 
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Enter LoKD Avondale and Servants, r. 

My benefactor ! Oh, how sweetly mnst those sounds of 
joy vibrate on a patriot heart ! 

Ld. A. Guard against its- fascination, by remember-^ 
ing how many, to gain a nation's approbation, hav\e 
parted with their own. Believe me, Frederick, unless 
conscience echoes back the approving plaudit, the 
world presents not an object more pitiable than the 
victim of ambition. Let those memorials I mentioned be 
copied. 

Fre. It is already done. 

Ld. A. [Tnkinff his hand."] Good boy ! thy active 
zeal still anticipates my wishes. 

- Mrs. N. [After honing fidgetted about Lord Avon- 
dale.'] Hem! hem! 

Ld, A. Mrs. Nicely, I heartily rejoice t^ see you bear 
your years more as an qmament than a burden. 

Mrs, N, I am pretty well, thank your honour, except- 
ing that my memory is gone. 

Ld. A. I am not very sorry to hear that. [Apart. 

Mrs. N. Your lordship came through the hall ? 

Ld. A, Yes, and marked your diligence. 

Mrs. N. The old rusty armour and shields now 
look like a row of nice pewter dishes. It is a pretty 
sight. 

Ld. A. [To Frederick.'] Enough to drive an antiquary 
mad. 

Mf8, N, And the colours that came from abroad, all 
torn to rags with bullets, I've had them so neatly darned 
and scoured, that nobody would suppose they had ever 
been out of the parish. , And, my lord, I have placed 
the cabinet in the pavilion, just where the window 
used to be where poor Emily sat when 

Ld, A. Silence ! I thought your memory waJs gone. 
Is it not enough that I never can forget? 

Mrs, N, It will break my heart if I've offended you. 
Bad as my poor head is, I must, to the grave, remember 
your lordship's kindness. 

Ld. A, Nay, nay, I meant no anger ;; — do not kneel, I 
insist. 

Mrs,N. Well, dear master! I won't. As there is 
no carpet, it might dirty my apron, to be sure. 

Ld, A, You will now see my bride. 
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Mrs* N,' Well, she won't be handsomer than Emily 
was. 

Ld, A, Again ! — fie ! fie ! 

Enter General Tar rag.an and Julia, l. 

General Tarragan, a thousand welcomes ! 

Gen, There, my lord : my girl and my fortune are all 
I possess J — they are yourS: [Taking his Daughter's 
handf and presenting her to Lwrd Avondale. 
' Ld,A, To intrude on you, at this moment, professions 
of regard, would insult feelings, that even now seem 
wounded ; but there are professions which may be made 
with delicacy, and heard with pleasure^hose of friend- 
ship, lady ; in the character of friend alone, honour me 
with yonr consideration, till you may be pleased to 
change it for one more endearing. 

*JvlL (l.) My lord, I am highly sensible of yonr good- 
ness — attribute my agitation to the alarm I last night 
suffered. My father's will to me is 

Gen, Martial law. 

Ld» A, [To Frederick.'] Is she not beaiitiful ? 

Fre, [SighsJ] She is, indeed. 

Gen. [^Crosses to Lord Avondale,] But, my lord, my 
people have got the rascal that wanted to blow me to the 
devil : you had better commit him, and put him out of 
his misery. 

Ld, A. Well remembered : Frederick, prepare for his 
examination: [Frederick crosses to Julia.'] buthold, I 
ought to make you acquainted with this worthy youth. 

Gen. Oh, we have met: and the young dog had a 
mind to pick a quarrel with me« 

Fre, My lord, on my honour — 

Jul, I last night benefited by this gentleman's protec- 
tion; — his delicate attentions I must ever remember 
with gratitude. 

'Gen, And I'll return the obligation :— I will, sir, for 
all your proud menacing looks : I guess what you would 
be at So, my lord, tell me his family. 

Ld,A, At present we will waive that subject— there 
is a difiiculty. 

Fre, [AdvancingJ] My lord, pardon me; my soul 
abhors mystery and concealment— My story is soon told, 
I— [/« overcome by his feelings, then, collecting himseY, 
proceeds,] — In me you behold the son of a criminaji I 

Jul, A criminal ! 
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Fre. Even so: my father^a name is not known to 
me : for, in my earliest infancy, he was, for his crimeSy 
banished his native land. 

JuL O Heaven ! and were yoa left to meet the deser- 
tion of an unfeeling world ? 

Fre, No, lady. I was left to meet the special protec- 
tion of Heaven ; for by those generoas men — those 
guardians of infant virtue — I was snatched from infamy; 
and placed at the Philanthropic School ; there, soon as 
the dawn of reason chased away the dreams of child- 
hood, I endeavoured to repay the blessings bestowed on 
me by diligence, emulation, and gratitude. 

Gen. Bravo ! — Why they made you a philosopher. 

Fre, Sir, I am indebted to them for a nobler title ; for 
they made me a Christian. Some time ^ince. Provi- 
dence blessed me by making me its instrument in pre- 
serring ^e life of Lord Avondale ; and how has he re- 
warded me 1 He has placed me near liis person — he has 
asked me to call him friend. — Oh ! if the devotion of 
this life 

Ld, A. Dear Frederick ! no more. 

Fre, One moment 'Tis true,' I think of my birth with 
grief, but, till vice can be proved hereditary, I will not 
think of it with shame : if virtue be an inmate in this 
breast, shall I basely scorn the fostering hands that 
placed it there? — No, rather let me proclaim that my 
protectors were the noblest spirits of the land. O, 
generous imperial Britain I look proudly round ; and, 
while other nations boast their Pantheons of gods, do 
thou display thy princely endowments for calamity — thy 
palaces for poverty. [Crossesy l.] I've talked too long—- 
pray pardon me ; . but, oh ! this heart — this grateful 
heart — ^as bursting ! [£xtt, u 

Gen, Damn that fellow, to make an old woman of a 
general! [Wiping his eyei,^^ Oh, if they had but made 
him a drummer, by this he might have been a hero — and 
as dead as Alexander the Great. - 

Jul. Pear father, what a horrid thought ! — how fortu- 
nate he is in so noble a patron ! 

Ld, A, His merit steps before his fortune ; for if,' 
proudly blossoming on the tree of hereditary honour, so 
many produce only the fruit of vice, how greatly should 
he be esteemed in whose breast (spite of the unculti- 
vated soul, the nipping blasts of adversity, and the foul 
and poisonous weeds that envelope it) virtue takes firm 
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root; and, warmed by the divine ray of oar religion, 
gives produce grateful to heaven— « blessing to man- 
kind ! [^Noise toithoutf l. 

JtU» Here comes the criminal ! — allow me to retire. 

Ld, A, Honour me with your hand. This good- lady 
will attend you. . [Exeunt Lord Avonddle, JvJUa^ Mrs. 

Nicely^ and Attendants, R. 

Gen* So here comeS Scapegrace ! 

Enter Frederick, with Tyke, in custody qf Blaok 

Servants, 

Fve* You may now unbind him, 

[Takes out a pocket-book* 

Tyke, Ah, do ; for ease, you know, Is every thing. 
IThey unbind him.'] Ay, now we're all alike — and that 
makes company pleasant. Give me my hat, though ; 
— for T wish to be mannerly ; and a hat helps a body a 
bit. [Moving his kat abtmt. 

Fre, Well, fellow I — behold the vile situation to whic^ 
yon have brought yourself. 

Tyke. No, sur, don't say that; because T did not 
bring myself — they brought me: bless yon I f did not 
wish to come. I just mention it, ^cause right's right. . 

Fre. From- whence do you come ? 

Tyke. Fra t'other side of watter — I come f'-a abroad. 

Fre, You don't pretend to be a foreigner? 

Tyke. Extracted irom a foreignish family like. 

Fre^ Your name ? 

Tyke. Why, my name's Bobby. 

Fre, Your surname ? 

Tyke, Oh ! I understand, mun — Tyke. 

Fre. Robert Tyke. 

Tyke. Yes. 
• Fre* You have occasionally changed your name ? 

Tyke, Nay, never : sister changed hurs when she 
were married— but then I never was married. This is 
a very pretty room — don't you think so? 

Fre. Insolent ! 

Tyke. Oh no, sur ; I civilly thought you might like to 
change conversation : too much of one thing, you know — 

Fre. Silence ! 

Gen. Well, scoundrel ! [Crossing toe. 

Tyke. Sur, I ax pardon ;* but consider i am no' but a 
stranger; and saying scoundrel is rather macking free 
at first sight, I think. 

b3 
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Gen. But at first sight you clapped a pistol to my 
head, and be damned to yon! I'll trounce you, you 
\>lack rascal ! 

Tyke. ITo black Servant, l.] You hear what your 
master says to you ? 

Pre, (r.) And you shall hear what Lord Avondalo 
will say to you. 

Tyke, (l.) But now, why should we trouble his lord- 
ship ? I'm sure, if you will propose any thing at all in 
reason, you'll not find me fractious. 

Gen, (c.) Go to the devil ! 

Tyke, ILooking at servants,) £cod, I seem to have got 
there already. 

Gen. Here comes my lord. 

Enter Lorp Avondalb, r. 

Ld» A, Where is the prisoner ? 

Tyke, (l.) Ay, where's prisoner ? My lord wants to 
know wiiere prisoner is — 

ILord Avondale, on seeing Tyke, starts; Tykejooksat 
him with an eye of recognition. 

Ld. A, It is impossible — Yet those features— 

Tyke, If it should — but, no, it can't be— 

Ld, A, IRecovering.'] What is the prisoner's name f 

Pre, (r. c.) Robert Tyke. 

Ld,A, [Apart."] It is the man! — How shall I proceed f 

Tyke. Vm dommed, but it's him ! Oh, then all's just 
as nice as ninepence. lApart, and snapping his fingers. 

Ld. A. This man a robber ? — Impossible ! 

Tyke. Quite foolish to suppose it 

Ld, A, I know him well. He is my tenant. 

Tyke. Yes ; and, if I had been a rogue, 'tis very likely 
you would have trusted me, as you did, with 

Ld, A. [Interrupting him.'] Very large sums of money. 
— General, can you swear that this man presented a pis- 
tol to your breast? 

Gen. Oh no, my lord ! I can't see very well by day, 
and it was as dark as the devil. 

Ld. A, What evidence, then, have you of his guilt! ^ 

Tyke, We have not got ony at all, sur. 

Pre. Silence ! 

Gen. Why, when I fired, the robber fled into a wood ; 
and my servant found this fellow perched on a tree. 

Tyke, Yes, that's right enough— ^that's no lie. 

Gen, Lie 1 Oh that you were a gentleman t 
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Tyke, Thank you, sur ; perhaps you could help me 
to Bomeit in that line ? 

Ld» A» How came yoti, fellow, on that tree ? 

Tyke, Sur— my lord, I mean — you was not a lord 
though when 

Ld. A, [Interrupting himj] l¥hen you were my tenant? 
— ^no : go on. 

Tyke. Why, T was taking alone by myself a salutary 
walk, thinking of what not— about the moon, andeheeses, 
and politics, and pigs, and things I'm acquainted with 
like— quite natural, you know— when I heard a shoot- 
ing off o' gunpowder ; so, says I to myself, without 
speaking though, as sure as my name's Bob, here's a 
parcel of rogues or smugglers, gammering and fighting, 
and, ecod, an honest man may get himsel shot among 
'em ; so I clavvered up a tree— quit natural you know — 

Ld, A. This is far from improbable. 

Tyke, Very far. *Tis highly improbable, I assure you . 

Ld. A, [To General,'] A word — ^you have certainly 
mistaken the man. A victorious general becoming the 
prosecutor of a felon would not, perhaps, be very agree- 
able? 

Gen. No ;— I should not like it. I say, send him 
about his business. 

Ld. A, There are suspicions : but 

Gen. Suspicious don't become a gentleman. 

Ld. A, Perhaps he might again attack you. 

Gen, Do you' think he would? [Apart.] That's just 
what I should like. Let him go ; I won't prosecute : 
only let him go, that's all. 

. lAnrdA, Frederick, the evidence adduced being too 
slight to place the life of this man in danger, or injure 
his character by unfounded accusation, he is discharged. 

Fre. Discharged ! 

Ld.A, Yes, sir, discharged ! [With eeverity.'] Unless 
your superior judgment and authority change the deter- 
mination. 

Fre. 'Tis very strange ;— discharge the prisoner ! 

Tyke, 'f ha^s me — I*m prisoner, I know. 

Fre, You may deptfrt. 

Tyke, Thank you, sir. I^ sorry to break up com- 
pany, like — 

Ld. A. Hold ! [To Tyke, apart.] This time you have 
escaped, but if again 

Tyke, Oh ! why should I ? I shall want for nothing 
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now, you know. He ! he ! 1 was vary glad to see you, 
8ur^>my lord ; for I don't suppose among strangers my 
innocence would hare stood me in much stead — I don't 
indeed. 

Ld,A, Be prudent. Frederick, at more leisure I 
mean to admonish this man respecting his future conduct ; 
— convey him to a secure apartment, and let him not con- 
verse with my people. Come, general ; ' your lenity 
does credit to your feelings. 

Gen. My lord, I'll not contradict you, because it 
might lead to unpleasant consequences. 

[Exeunt Lord Avondale and General Tarragan, followed 

by black Servants, r. 

Fre, What should this mean ?-— I am ready to attend 
you. 

Tyke Sir, 'tis too much — really too much — 

Fre, Go before — 

Tyke, Upon my honour, I'm quite shocked like^^Ha ! 
ha ! ha ! But if 1 must — why— 

\^Puts on his hat, — Exeunt, t, 

END OF ACT I, 



ACT n. 

SCENE I. — The House, r. u. e.— ^ Pleasure- Ground of 
Mrs, Fermenfs — Mrs. Ferment discovered at the top of 
the staged adjusting some flowers — Two garden-chairs, c. 

Enier Timothy /rom the house, r. u e. 

Tim, Bear, dear, where can mistress be ! — My mas- 
ter is in such a combustion and a passion — [^Mrs. Fer- 
ment advances,] — Madam, my master wants to see you 
directly ; he says he has apian — 

Mrs. F. A plan — you mean a hundred — Very well, 
lUl come. [Moves the other tray. 

Tim, That's a queer way of coming.— 

Mrs, F, Did you not hear me, sir ? [Exit Timothy, into 
hmue.] A plan, indeed I heigho ! unless I take care, 
this good man of mine, by his profound penetration and 
superior foresight, will absolutely run blindfold into ruin. 

Re-enter Timothy. 

Tim, (r.) My master, madam, is quite angry with me, 
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because yoa won't come — now, madam, that* s not my 
fault, you know, because — 

Mrg, F, (l.) Silence ! — Has Miss Tarragan returned 
from Avondale Castle ? Oh, I see her carriage. [She 
kisses her fiandJ] Tell your master I'll come presently. 
Tim, I have told him that, but — 
Mrs. F. Don't you hear, sir ? 

[Exit Timothy into house* 
Enter Julia, l. 

My dear girl, welcome back ! — Well, all quiet there? 
[Pointing to Julians heart,"] Eh ! were you not dazzled 
with the splendid emanation of his lordship's diplomatic 
fame ^ Well, my love, and is the happy day fixed? 

Jul, [Bursting into tears,] O madam ! 

Mrs, F, My sweet girl ! pardon me *, I am shocked at 
my levity. — But, tell me, does this projected alliance 
render you miserable ? 

Jul, Oh ! truly so. 

Mrs. F. I have not the honour of his lordship's ac- 
quaintance, but am convinced he never will press the 
fulfilment of an engagement which would entail misery 
on one so lovely and amiabW. 

Jul. [With vivacity.] Do yon think so? — Ah ! but then 
my father is determined. 

Mrs, F. And are you determined to obey 1 

Jul. You know, madam, I must obey my father, as 
much as if he were my husband. 

Mrs, F, Umph ! Why, as much as that, perhaps, you 
may; but there are instances, my love, where even hus- 
bands are not always obeyed. 

Enter Timothy from house. 

Tim. My master, madam, insists on it you come to him. 

Mrs. F, I cannot come — I^m engaged — say so. [Exit 
Timothy into lutuse,] Ha ! ha ! rather an apt illustra- 
tion. — 

Jul. Govern a husband ! 

Mrs, F. Yes. 

JuL But how is it done ? 

Mrs, F. What a question ! — Of course by the tongue. 

Jul, Ha ! ha ! I have heard, indeed, that its voluble 
exertion will achieve — 

Mrs. F. Nothing, positively nothing ; — on the con> 
trary, I maintain tiiat its flexibility is the grand cause 
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of female subjugation.— Words, my lore, give animation 
to the contest : there's blow for blow, and, the weapon 
not bein^ fatal, victory is seldom obtained — but, to sul- 
len inveterate silence what can be opposed % My motto 
is, be dumb and conquer. 

Jid, I wonder, then, silence is not more practised. 

Mrs.F, Oh ! my dear child, 'tis very difficult — even I, 
anxious, of course, for the honour of my system, can 
hardly keep my tongue quiet — I do so long to prattle, 
that, upon my honour, I am forced sometimes to give it 
a bite'. 

Jul, Ha! ha! 

Mrs. F. My dear young friend ! I don't mean to make 
a rebel of you ; but, if you honour us with your company 
a few days, I think, you will be convinced that a woman 
may sometimes govern with propriety. 

Tim. ISpeaks in the house,] Yes, sir — My mistress is 
in the garden. 

Mr, F. [within house*^ Oh, very well ! then I'll go 
to her. 

Mrs. F, Ah I here he comes ! Fly, my love, fly — for 
it would be cruel in me to allow you to anticipate the 
joys of matrimony. Pul'sue this walk, and I'll come to 
you presently — look here — this way. [Exeunty l. s. E. 

Mr, F, [ Within house,'] You are sure she's here ? 

Tim. IWithin house,] Yes, sir. 

Mr. Ferment enters from house — Papers in his hand 
''-others sticking out of his pocket — Timothy follows, 

Mr. F, (l.) So, madam, I must come to you — must 
I?— Why did you say my wife was here ? 

Tim, (r.) Why, sir, I am sure she was — if you'll al- 
low me, sir, only to — 

Mr, F. Don't be tedious. 

Tim. Sir, I only — 

Mr. F, Blockhead ! don't you know you address a 
man of penetration and talents ? 

Tim, I'm sure I ought to know, for you have told me 
so a hundred times. — There's a man in the hall waiting 
f«r you — 'tis — 

Mr. F, I know who it is — 'tis the churchwarden. 

Tim. No, sir, it is not ; — 'tis — 

Mr. F, I know, it is Mr. Visto, the author of the Pic- 
turesque and beautiful. 
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■ Tim. No, sir, it is not the picturesque and beautiful 
gentleman^ — 'tis Dr. Oxygen, the man that cures folks by 
giving them airs to drink — 

Mr. F'. True, Timothy ; and I mean to be his patient. 

Tim. Don't, sir. — Lord, I'm sure you can give your- 
self airs plenty. 

Mr, F. Silence ! — Give the doctor this certificate of 
cures. 

. Tim, Yes, sir — [Reading and goings R.] — " Mortality 
bill for the year." 

Mr. F. You stupid rascal ! you have got the wrong 
paper. 

. Tim, Yes, sir — T ax pardon for your giving it me— 
[Mrs, Ferment appears again, t. s. e.] — Sir, here is — 

Mr. F. 1 know — 'tis my wife. [Timothy smacks his 
hands together.] What did you mean by that? 

Tim, I'll be shot if for once yon have not guessed 
right — 

Mr. F. For once guessed right ! — begone ! — [Exit Ti- 
mothy, into house,] What a misfortune to possess ta- 
lents, penetration, foreknowledge, and be surrounded by 
a parcel of ignorant — 

Mrs. F. Hem ! 

Mr.F, (r.) I think, madam, you might have attended 
my summons a little sooner. — [She shakes her head.] Ay, 
that means no ! [She nods,] Ah, that means yes ! — but 
why not say so I — Damn it, there can't be much trouble 
in saying-^yes — [She smiles.^ Ah, my dear wife ! never 
shall I forget what you said last July was a~ twelve- 
month;— You said, and I thought it the music of the 
spheres, that nothing was so delicious as "a congenial 
Hiterchange of sentiment. 

Mrs» F, (l.) I think so still. 

Mr, F. She speaks- — now for a charming prattle — yoa 
think so still ? 

. Mrs, F. Yed, my dear ; and provided yon talk rea- 
sonably — 

Mr.F, Certainly. 

Mrs, F, And don't contradict— 

Mr. F. I never do ; there I must contradict you. 
Now tell me, when did I ever contradict my dear wife ? 
This is delightful, '< the feast of reason and the flow of 
soul." Well, how go on the improvements? Now, 
here, for instance, [Looking towards the audience.]-^the 
Ket-hofi8e-*charming, is it not?^The choicest gems of 
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natare nnrtared by the refined hand of art, lovely to be- 
hold, bat difficult to collect them — the beauties seem 
rather crowded, though — 

Mn, F. I should be very sorry to part with one of 
them. 

Mr, F. I don't wonder at it. — ^That approach ' to the 
left is infernal — we muBt plant laurels by thousands. 

Mrs, F. Why, indeed, the planting of laurels becomes 
rather a necessary duty, when so many of our gallant 
countrymen are determined to gather thenu 

Mr. F. Oh ! pretty ! pretty! 

Mrs ,F. But, instead of laurel-trees, bay-trees, or pe- 
digree-trees, I could mention a tree that I fear, husband, 
you will never cultivate— and yet it is the parent stock 
from which these scions proudly flourish. 

Mr,F. Indeed! 

Mrs. F. It is called, my dear, the tree of industry ; — 
its soil is liberty — its root is integrity — its blossoms are 
honours — ^d its fruit — a plum. 

Mr, F. How, she talks ! But you like this plan of 
pulling down the house—putting a hundred acres under 
water? 

Mrs. F. No. 

Mr, F, Why, my love ? Bxplain in full — ^be ample^ my 
darling. 

Mrs, F, Because we cannot afford the expense — in- 
deed, my dear George, if you would turn your attention 
to the means of increasing our fortune instead of di- 
minishing it — consider our children. 

Mr, F, Oh, bless you, my very ^oughts — thafs sym- 
pathy — ^whaj; I call the nuptials of the soul. — [BringB 
down chfdrs^c^nd sits r., Mrs, F, l.] Sit doi?^n, my darling 
Fanny ! IVe such a plan ! You know, my love, that my 
relative, Miss Tarragan, is about to be married to Lord 
Avondale. [She nods.'] Nay, hang it, don't do that ! — 
[Iwitalting,'] As the man says in the play, '* If thou canst 
nod, speak too." 

Mrs. F, Very well. 

Mr, F. Then I shall be introduced. 

Mrs, F. Very well. 

Mr, F, You know I'm a devilish clever fellow. 

Mrs, F, No, I don't. 
, Mr, F. Yes, you do-^and Lord Avondale is a first-rate 
—a monstrous great gun. — Now his interest, backed by 
a few thousands, for which we could mortgage oar es- 
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teie, [She 8how9 symptoms of discontent,'] would dbtain 
me a seat in a certain assembly, which, with my talents, 
would lead to— [Paiwe.]— Eh !— now what do you say it 
would lead to ?— [Paiw^J— Dumb again \^[She turns 
her chair from him, and looks at an ornament suspended at 
her ftre<w*.]— That's my hair in the locket, is not it?— 
[Loud,] Don't you hear? [Pause, greatly irritated.'] Al- 
low m*», madam, to ask you one question, which is— 
What the devil's the use, when I can't get an answer ? — 
You are a scandal to your sex, do you hear that ? I'll 

be divorced— His a new case I'll be divorced, I tell 

you. Now, what have you say to that, eh ? [Pause,] 
Blockhead ! to explain my grand designs to such a 
ninny — IVe done with you. 

Enter Timothy, from house, crosses behind to l., and 
whispers Mrs, Ferment, 

Mrs, F, Very well — I'll come — 

Mr, F. Eh ? — very — ^what did you say, my dear ?— 
[Turns a little to the k,, and speaks fb Timothy as he is 
goin^,] What do you want, sir ? 

Tim, My mistress will inform you, sir. 

[Exit into house, 

Mr.F, Will she : well,if she will,I shall be much obliged 
— [£xi* Mrs. Ferment into the Aou«6.]— Gone ! Oh, I 
shall go mad { — I wish I could hate her, — Now must I 
abandon all my delicious plans, or I shall never' get 
another word from her— [Listens.] — She's coming back : 
oh no ! she relents — now I must manage this in my best 
manner — I won't condescend to look at her. 

[Takes chair, and sits l. 

Enter General Tarraoan, /rom house. 

So, you've thought proper te return — pretty time to quar- 
rel, indeed, as if I should not have plague enough with 
that old absurd general ! Sit down, I must let you into 
his character ; you don't know him»-I do — [General 
seats himself, R*] He talks devilishly about fighting, but 
I have my doubts — a word in your ear. 

[Turning round, sees General Tarragon, 

Gen. [Rises,] And a word in yours — ^you may satisfy 
your doubts directly. 

Mr, F, [Rises, stammering, and affecting to laugh.J 
Devilish comical, was not it 7 I thought it was my wife ; 
and it is very hard that a man can't say what he pleases 
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to his a^n wife — Ha I ha ?— you don't dislike a joke, 
my dear general ? 

Gen, (r.) Not if it's a good one— bat I can't say much 
for yours. 

Mr, F. (l.) Indeed ! — then say no more about it.— 
[Apart. ^ Well parried. Did you meet my wife I 

Gen, Yes — a rery fine woman — perhaps you don't 
think so 7 

Mr. F. Oh yes, I do — I adore her : bat— 

Gen, But — ah I there's always a but. 

Mr. F, Did she speak a little to you ? 

Gen. Certain ly^ 

Mr. F,. Happy fellow ! 

Gen, Oh .' what, she's apt to speak too much to yon t 

Mr, F. No ; damn it 1 she won't speak at all. — My 
dear cousin, considering how very few silent wives there 
are, 'tis devilish hard that I should be cursed with a 
dummy. 

Gen. Why, I own your case is singular ; but I'll give 
you a bit of advice— I have often received advice from 
you — 

Mr. F. You have been so fortunate. 

Gen. And bad enough it was. 

Mr. F, Nay, don'tsay that 

Gen. Well, I won't ; but it was very bad. 

Mr. F. That is not fair; 

Gen, I own it is not — but damned bad it was, to be 
sure. 

Mr. F, Nay. 

Gen, Well, tell me, does she ever talk-t 

Mr, F. Oh, yes, sometimes ! 

Gen. Then mark — when she's inclined, donH let her. 

Mr, F. Not let her I 'tis my delight — the solace of— 

Gen. Never mind ; when she begins, do' you thunder, 
gabble away, never stop — How are your hings ? 

Mr. F, Pretty well. 

Gen, Don't give it up'— Suppose you go and rehearsa 
— the water-miirs going — very pretty double for a lady^s 
prattle. 

Mr. F. But, my dear general, when am I to be intro- 
duced to the peer ? — I pant for the interview — the pub- 
lic ought and shall benefit by my powers. I mean to 
get into parliament. [/n a loud whisper. 

Gen. Why, you'll have no want of conversation there. 

Mr. F. True ; and married, men make the best mem* 
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bers— >tbey bear contradiction with a good* grace — never 
in -a hurry to call for the question, and get home — so — 
But you must own that my advice never did you any 
harm. 

Gen, Well, I own it never did ; for, to say the truth, 
friend Ferment, damme if ever I took it. 

{^Exeunt into htmse, 

SCENE II,— An Apartment in Avondak Castle; two 

chairs. ^ 

Enter Lord Avondale, r. ; he pauses, then proceeds to th^ 
opposite door, and opens it. — Tyke enters from it. 

Ld, A, (r.) Come hither — How is this, Robert ? When 
I left England, you were a youth, whose example was 
pointed out as an object of imitation — your morals were 
pure, your industry exemplary— how is it, then, that I 
now see you an abandoned outcast t 

Tffke, (l.) Ah, sor, it was all along wi* you. 

Ld, A, Me ! was not my bounty ample ? did not I give 
you ind^endence ? 

Tyke, Ah, that was it — ^when you sent me that little 
child' to take care on — 

Ld. A. Hush ! 

Tyke. Well, well ; — and that big lump of money I you 
see, as I had not worked for it, it made tne quite fidgetty ; 
I always had my hand in my pocket, scrummelling it 
about like— so, as all Yorkshire lads like galloping 
horses, I bought one, and took't to races, up at our coun- 
try side — and, ecod ! I pulled stuff into my hat as clean 
as nine pence. Oh, oh ! says I, I'll make short work 
of this ; III go to Newmarket, where the lords do bring 
their cattle, and settle matters in a hurry. So I went, 
and mighty pleased I was \ for the jockey lords called 
me 'squire, you see — and clapping me on the back in this 
manner, says, 'Squire, your horse will beat every thing ! 

Ld.A. Indeed! 

Tyke, Yes, yes — that was pleasant enough ; but, un- 
luckily, the jockey lads told me a damned heap 6^ lies; 
for ma horse always came in lag-last. — Then they told 
ma to hedge ; but it was not the hedging I had been 
used to, and somehow I got intid ditch like — So what 
with tha^, and playing cards at Lamb skinnings (for, 
bless you, I could not tatch tliem at Snitchums), I waa— 

Ld, A. Ruined. 

c 2 
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Tyke. Yes ; as jockey lords said— completely cleaned 
out. 

Ld, A, Did you not return to honest labour ? 

Tyke* Oh, no, I could not — my hands had got soft and 
smooth, and I had a ring ^irt about my finger :-r-no, I 
could not tak to work. 

Ijd. A. Go on. 

Tyke, Why, as T could^tay there no longer, I thought 
it yi^ould not be a bad plan to go away — so I went intid 
stable, and, would you beliere it 1 tiie horse that beat 
mine somehow coaxed and contrived to get me on his 
back like — and, ecod, galloped off wi' me a matter of an 
hundred miles. — I thought no more about it myself — 

Ld. A. But they did ? 

Tyke, Yes, dom them, and were very cross indeed ; 
for they put me intid. castle, and tried me at 'sizes. 

Ld, A. What could you say to avert your fate ? 

Tyke, Why, I told the judge — says I, my lord, I 
hope you'll excuse my not being used to this kind of 
tackle— exchange is no robbery, mistakes of this kind 
will happen, but, I assure you, I*ve kept the best of 
company with the jockey lords, and such like as your- 
self — So they all smiled, as much as to say, he's one of 
us like — and I thought all was right enough ; but the 
judge puts him on a black cap, and, without saying 
with your leave, or ony thing, orders me to be hanged ! 

Ld. A. Poor wretch !J 

Tyke. Don't you be frightened ! they did not hang me, 
mun — don't believe that ; no, bless you, they sent ma' 
to Botany Bay, for fourteen years. 

Ld. A* Where, I hope, you remained resigned to your 
fate. 

Tyke, Oh ! quite resigned, for I could not get away 
— I dare say I tried a hundred times. 

Ld, ^. Why did not I know it — had you sent to my 
house — 

Tyke. I did send to your house. 

Ld.A, Well! 

Tyke. Why, they wrote word, I think, that youiiad 
been called up to fother house — ^but then I did not 
know where that was — and that you was sent abroad 
by government : T was sorry to hear that, because I 
knew what that was by myself like, not that it surprised 
me, because I heard of your always being at Cockpit, 
and I guessed what that would end in. 
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Ld.A. Pshaw f Come hither; tell me— I dread to 
ask it — that child — where— hu^ ! we are interrupted — 
retire into that room. 

Tyke, Certainly : yon'll fiftd me quite an agreeable 
companion, like. There seems some varry pratty clothes 
of yours in that room — I should not wonder at all if one 
of tiiera coats would fit me, for we're a good deal alike 
as to person apd manner, I think. 

Ld. A. Well, well, — go in, go in. [Exit Tyke, L. D. 

Enier Frederick, L. s. E. 

Frederick, welcome ; you must execute a commission 
for me. Look here, this is my portrait, painted many years 
since ; present it to my lovely bride — why do you start ? 

Fre» (l.) My lord, I am ill suited to the task. 

Idd, A, (r.) By no means. This marriage, Frederick, 
is of the highest import to my happiness and honour. 
The claims made on the purse of him who boasts the 
people's favour, few fortunes can uphold — ^mine has 
sunk beneath them; and, but for this wealthy alii- 
ance, obloquy might foully spot, the proud name of 
Avondale : therefor, good Frederick, you must be my 
'advocate. 
' Fre. What f I plead another's passion. lAparf] In- 
deed, my lord, T shall disgrace your cause. 
. Ld.A. Is it, then, much to praise a friend, who, per- 
haps, has merited your praise ? 

Fre* Oh, no ! [Taking the picture.'] On that theme 
doubt not my ;ceal. I fly to know my duty. [Goings u 
returns,'] I had forgot — General Tarragan begs a few 
minutes conversation. It seems, as well as I can col- 
lect from his discouKse, that he has conducted to Eng- 
land a Mrs. St. Clair, in whose cause he wishes to 
interest your lordship. 

Ld, A, She may command my services ; how are they 
to be directed ? 

Fre, She wishes, as I understand, to institute an in- 
qmsj respecting the child of a deceased friend, a' Mrs. 
Kadnor. . 

Ld.A, [Starting.] Radnor! 

Fre. It is your lordship's family name. 
. Ld. A. [Embarrassed,] Yes ; that occasioned my sur- 
prise. — Where did the general meet this lady ? 

Fre. On the confines of Spain ; she resided many 
ycfars in the convent where Mrs. Radnor died. 

03 
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Ld. A. Died ! ISeenu in thimghU 

Fre. Shall he attend ^oa here ? 

^Ld, A, Yes ; no — 

Fre. He means to j^ublish the particulars^ and offer 
a large reward. 

Ld,A. [With energy.^ Not for the world! ^Reco- 
vering,^ That is, I would not advise it Bring me to 
him — hold — is he alone ? - « 

Fre» He is attended by Mr. Ferment, your neigh- 
bour. 

Ld, A» Ferment, I know him not ! I must see him 
alone — tell him so, good Frederick. 

Fre, He will be rejoiced to hear how. much your 
lordship is interested in the cause of his. fair friend. 

Ld,A* I am interested — [Exit Frederick^ l.] oh, 
deeply interested. Should it be so, what follows ? Ruin, 
shame, di8bonour,--Oh, guilt ! guilt ! 

Mr. Ferment peeps through the c. door, locks aboutf then 

enters. 

Mr, F. While his lordship b engaged with the gene- 
ral, no harm in taking a peep. Charming rooms ! fit 
for expanded genius like mine : here I shall meander 
through these enchantin|r labyrinths, till I reach the 
closet — the sanctum sanctorum — the^-eh! somebody in 
that room : it would be cursed mal-a-propos to stumble 
on the peer before I'm introduced— but he's safe with 
the general, so never mind. 

Enter Tyke, in a different coat, l. d. 

Sir, your most devoted servant 

Tyke, Same to you, sir ; same to you* [Crosses to r. 

Mr. F. Odd figure ! Oh, I see at once who he is — 
great county man, in the commission — get well with 
him — may be useful. Sorry, sir, the robbery was not 
brought home to that rascal. 

Tyke. Are you ? Now there we differ. 

[Takes chair and sits^ R. 

Mr, F, Indeed ! [Sits, l.] You, who are used to the 
sessions, must know these things better than I. Your 
friend. Lord Avondale, is a great character, extremely 
popular : — Did you hear his last speech ? 
w Tyke, (r.) No; I don't myself much fancy laat 
speeches. 

JIfr. F. (l.) In the country, perhaps ? 
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Tylke^ No; I was out of the country. ' . ': 

Mr.F, Abroad? 
Tyke, Yes. 

Mr. F, What^ run out a little^ eh — rather out at the 
elbows ? 

Tyke. A good deal. 

Mr. F.. You'll excuse me ; but I see thingain a no- 
ment — What^ards, hazard — ah^ my dear sir, you 
should have got some friend to have tied you up. 

Tyke» You think so ? Why I could have got that done 
fast enough. 

itfr. JF*. But I suppose you were determined to take 
•your swing ? 

Tyke, Not exactly ; but I did not go abroad on that 
account 

ilfr. F, Ohy 1 know it in a moment — ill health 7 
Tyke. Why, I certainly should have died if I had stayed. 
Mr,F, Indeed ! — Oh, my dear sir, in thia World wa 
must all have our trials, and you have had yours. 
Tyke* I have. 

Mr. F. Suffer much confinement ? 
Tyke. A good deal. 

Mr. F, You of course were properly attended ; you 
had good Judges of your case ? 

Tyke, They were reckoned so j I did not much fancy 
them myself. 
Mr, F. And they said a voyage would save you ? 
Tyke. To a certainty. 

ilfr. F. You must have been transported at the news. 
Tyke, I was. 

Mr. F. What was your disorder ? 
Tyke» A galloping consumption ! 
ilfr. F. Has it cured you ? [ OjfEning a pinch of snuff. 
Tyke, I don't know; I think i feel some of myxoid 
symptoms — [Takes the box.'] — ^This is a very pratty box — 
I've lost mine. 

ilfr. F. Do me the honour to use that— till [Apart.} 

— If he would but keep it ! — [Tyke puts Uinhis pocfcef .]— 
he has — My dear sir, you have doubtless considerable 
interest with Lord Avondale. 

Tyke. Why, I believe he would not much like to of- 
fend me. 

Mr, F, Lucky fellow ! [Apart.'] My name, sir,.is Fer^ 
ment ; by and by I shall be introduced to the peec^ 
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You know busineeft— a word thrown in by you would 
prevent my being thrown into the wrong box — eh ? [Tyke 
winks and nods,"] 1 apprehend you. 

Tyke. Yon apprehend me, do you 7 [Alarmed, 

Mr. F. That is, 1 conceive — I understand — ah, sir, you 
don't know me. 
• Tyke, No, 1 don't ; and you don't know me.- 

i(fr. F. Yes, I do ; you are a generous, disinterested 
gentleman-*-! can see what others can't'i 

Tyhe. Yes, you can. 

Enter Lord Avon dale, unobserved by Ferment, l. 

Ld, A, Ah ! whona have we here ? [Apartm 

Mr, F, As for the peer, you'll see how I'll manage 

him. I'll worm into his secrets. I say, which is the 

weak side — where is he ticklish ? 

She, Ticklish !^I'm sure 1 never tried. 
\ F. Never mind ; I know — between ourselves — 
See the whole man as plain as if he stood before me. 
[Lord Avondale has placed himself close ^o Ferment's 

chair. 
Tyke, Why, for that matter, so do I. 
*■ Mr, F, I'll soon find the right place to tickle kim. 
[Turns round, sees Lord Avondale at his elbow, who, 
eyes him with severity — Ferment attempts to speak^ 
but cannot-^Lord Avondale advances — Ferment es* 
capes at the door where he entered, o. 
Ld, A, Worm into my secrets I — What does he m#ui f 
Who is her 

Tyke, (r.) He calls himself Ferment. 
Ld,A. I shall remember him* 

Tyke, He gave me this box to speak a good word 
for him like^h)) seems but a silly bad sort of chap, I 
think. 

Ld, A, (l.) At present he is not worth a thought, for 
I have received information that alarms— distracts me. 
Come near^— that boy, (what a question for a parent) I 
does he survive f 
Tyke, I don't know. 
Ld, A, Not know ? 
Tyke* No. 

Ld, A, Where did you leave him ? 
Tyks, Where did I leave him f Why — ^^come, come, 
talk of something^ else. [Seems disturbed. 
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Ld.A, Impossible ! — Have you to human being ever 
told from whom you received that child? 

Tyke. No. ' ' 

Ld, A, Then my secret's safe. 

Tyk^, We said so. 

Ld.A, Why that frovrn? What! not even to your 
father ? 

Tyke. Who! IStarts. 

Ld.A, What agitates you? You had a father. 

Tyke. Had a father ! be quiet, be quiet. 

[ Walks about^ greaily agiUUed. 
. X4« A* By the name of him who indignantly looks 
down on us, tell me — 

Tyke. [Striking hisforehead.'] Say no more about that, 
and you shall hear all. — Yes, I had a father ; and when 
he heard of my disgrace^ the old man- walked, wi' 
heavy heart, I warrant, all the way tid' gaol to see me ; 
and he prayed up to heaven for me [Pointing, Imt tutt 
daring to look up.^ just the same as if I had still beeik 
the pride of his heart. 

[Speaks toith difficuUy, and sighs heavily 

Ld.'A. Proceed. 

Tyke, Presently. 

lid. A. IMd yon entrust the child to his caref 

Tyke. I did. 

Ld. A. Do not pause — ^you rack n)e. 

Tyke. Rack you ! — well, you shall hear the end on't. 
—I meant to tell father all about the child ; but, when 
parting came, old man could not speak, and I could not 
speak — well, they put me on board a ship, and I saw 
father kneeling on the shore with the child in his arms.-^ 
* Ld.A. Go on. 

Tjffc^.'Tis soon said — [Collecting his fortitude.'] — When 
the signal-gun for sailing was fired, I saw my old father 
. drop down dead — and somebody took up child and car- 
ried it away. I felt a kind of dizziness ; my eyes flashed 
fire^ the blood gushed out of my mouth — I saw no 
more. — [Sinks exhausted into chair, l. 

Xd. A. Horrible! — What! record a father's death 
without a tear ? 

Tyke. Tear ! Do you think a villain who has a father's 
death to answer for, can cry ? — No, no, I feel a pack of 
dogs worrying my heart, and.^my eyes on fire — but I 
can't cry. [A vacant stare of horror. 
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Ld A- And isthUdetolation ray work!-*-Oy repent ! 
repent ! 

Tyke, [^Starting up,"] For what ? is not father dead t — 
an't I a thief — cursed — hatedi—hunted^-^— Why-should 
I be afraid of the Devil ?~don't Ifeel him here? My 
mouth'a parched-*- 

Ld, ^. Within ia T^'ine. 

Tyke. Brandy ! brandy ! 

Ld.A. Compose yourself— follow me — [Crosses, l.'} — 
you want sleep. 

. Tyke, Sleep 1 ha I ha ! under the sod I may. 
[Points dowfif and groans heavUy^^— Exit ^ following Lnrd 

Avondale, L. d. 

END OP ACT ir.'' - 



ACT TIL 

SCENE h-^The House and Garden belonging to Mr^ 
Ferment, — Same as Act II, Scene I, 

Enter Mas. Ferment aitd Julia^ t. 

- Mrs,F, Look^ my dear, the windows of Mrs. St. 
Clair's apartment are open — probably we may see her. 
Jul, Here comes her attendant — an Irish girl. 

Enter Shel AH y from house. 

Welly good Shelah) how is my friend ? 

She. Oh ! mighty weak, madam. 

Mrs.F, I fear her indisposition increases. 

She, Then heaven keep her as she is, poof lady , for 
fsar she grows worse. — She wishes to take a walk out, 
80 I^m going to carry a coach to her. 

Mrs. F. 1^1 take care of that.— Did you reside in the 
same convent with your lady ? 

She, 1 did, madam, till the soldiers came with their 
bayonets and turned us all out into the wide wicked 
world, as merry as grigs, madam. [Courtesies* 

Mrs F, You doubtless are acquainted with Mrs. St. 
Clair's story T 

She, I am, madam. 

3fr». F. Then pray tell me. 

She, I won't, madam. [Courtesying, 

Mrs, F* My faitbAil girl, believe me my question would 
not have tended to abuse the confidence placed in jou. 
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Shf. I hope not, madam ; for my fidelity is all in tbi9 
wofid I can call my own — and tiiat's my lady's. 

Mrs, F. Accept this as a reward for that fidelity. 

^Offering mone^* 

She. Ah, madam, and Would you be after paying me 
for what is no trouble at all, and what I can't help 1— 
Had ly indeed, betrayed my dear lady» that would haye 
been a mighty trouble to me, and I should have deserved 
every thing you could offer me. Excuse my boldness 
in refosing-^my mistress wants me« • 

[CouriisieMy and exit into house* 

Jul, Here comes my friend. 

Enter from house Mrs. St. Clair, leaning on Shblah. 

Mrs. F, Dear madam ! 

Jul. (l.) My charming friend. 

Mrs. St. C, (c.) Pardon me ; but when the mind is 
eare-worn, kindness oppresses^ and, but that the grateful 
heart can return the tribute of a tear, benevolence would 
oft destroy what it so nobly aims to cherish. ^ 

Mrs, F, (r.) I hppe to tempt you abroad ; the sur- 
rounding scenery is esteemed beautiful. 

Mrs, iSt. C. Too well I know its charms. [Apart.] 
Surely the hand of Providence has guided me to the 
place where first I saw a lovM,but cruel husband, — Ob» 
Heaven ! should h^ yet live, and thy unerring flrtge^ 
poioi to his devoted head— first grant me thy justice — 
Chen let the dispensations of thy mercy pardon ht» 
offences ! 

Enter Frederick, l. 

Jul, Good mornings sir 1 — ^Mrs. St. Clair— 

IPresenting him, 

Fre. [Crosses to Mrs. St. Clatr.] tiord Avondale, 
madam, warmly seUcitous that his services may contri- 
bute to your happiness, asks when he may be permitted 
the honour of attending you ? 

Mrs, St. C, Express my humble gratitude to his lord- 
Ship. — All times must equally suit her who has in thin 
world but one business — one care. 

Fre. (l. c.) I shall say so. — My noble friend beg» 
leave to lay at the feet of his fair bride this offering of 
his devotion — of his love. 

[He tremblingly presents a portrait to Juku^-^the rem 
eewei it-^hoth remain silent. 
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Mrs,F. (R.c.) Upon my honour, this offering seemci 
a talisman — ^it has absolutely chained both your tongues:. 
iVhyy sir, if an antiquary present to his society an old 
9aucer, he makes a bit of a speech about it. — Let me see 
r- — Why, my love, is Lord Avondale so young and so 
handsome ? — 

Jul, (l.) I don't know. [Pettishly » 

Mrs* F. Well, well ; I asked a civil question — ha ! ha I 
h Fre. It was painted many years since. 

Mrs, St. C, The portrait of the nobleman who has so 
kindly interested himself in my behalf ? 

Mrs. F. Yes : really a charming man, is' he not? 

[Presenting the picture to Mrs. St. Clair, 

M^s. St. C, Heaven ! Oh, support me ! 

[Rests on Shelah, who is on her r. hand — Faints. 

Mrs, F, She recovers. 

Mrs. SL C. a sudden oppression — where is that youth ! 
[Frederick goes t0 her^ she grasps his hand, and speak9 
with difficulty ] Are — you — his^son ? 

Fre. Alasl Madam, a poor orphan ^the creature of 
his bounty. 

Mrs. St, C. Has he no son 1 

Fre: None, madam ; his lordship was never married. 

Mrs. St, C. Vm. sick at heart ; lead me in ;— forgive 
me for ungratefully repelling your kindness — I must be 
alone. 

Fre. May I convey to Lord Avondale the 'papers ? 
[She waves her hand refusinghf.'] Shall his lordship 
attend ? 

Mrs, St. C. Never ! [To Shelah,] 'Tis he ! 

She. Ah 1 

Mrs, St. €^ Hush! 

[Exeunt Mrs. St. Clair and Shelah into house, r. 

JuU (l.) Bear, dehrl I wish I could divert her from 
her solitude; I wish — I'll tell you — I wish I could 
porchase for her a pretty low pha?ton and two little quiet 
ponies, that I could drive. Sir, here is a purse ; and 
when I consider that its contents might have lightened 
tiie heart of misery, I blush that it has so long- remained 
here, a useless bunlen. Will you execute this commis- 
sion 4oT me ? 

Fre, With my best skill ! [Crosses, l. 

Jul. I am sure your sympathysing heart will convert 
this trouble to a 'pleasure. 

Fn* Ah| lady! of the cup of flattery we all wish to 
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ttate ; but when it is presented by the hand of a Hebe^ 
what fortitude can resist the sweet intoxicatidn ? [^Apart,] 
Ah! perfidious wretch! is this pleading my nobla 
patron's cause«? — I humbly take my leave. 

[Bows and exii—jilia looks after htm^ l«, 

Mrs, F. (n.) So, so !— my love, thaf s a gate. 

JuL fL.) Yes, I know 'tis a gate 1 but at that moment 
my thoughts were— - 

Mn, F. (>n the other side of it. — Here comes year 
father, and with him my dear wise husband. 

Enter General Tarragan wad Ferment, r. 

Mrs. F. (o.) My dear general, I bave something very 
important to tell you. I don't like your daughter's i4- 
tended husband— and she don't like him ; and you ought 
to consult her happiness. 

Gen. (r.) '-Why, don't I consult it? Zounds, madam, 
won't her house be besieged by all the fashion of Lon- 
don ? — Won't she be hated by all her female friends ? — 
Will she have a mementos ^ peace or comfort? — What 
the devil would a woman have ? 

Jul. (L.) You don't love your daughter. 

Gen. Better than any thing in the world, except my 
iregiraeDt. [ Crosses, c. 

Mrs. F. Then don't transfer her duty, where she cau't 
serve with pleasure — unless the heart be a volunteer, 
mutiny and desertion will follow. — Consider a woman 
like a soldier. 

Gen. (c.) I. hope, madam, you won't compare .a 
woman to— • 

Mrs.. F. Yes, sir, to the best grenadier in your van : 
for, like him, she is pretty sure to conquer. 

Gen. Indeed 1 Now I think a woman is more like a 
soldier left in the rear. 

Mrs. F. Ay ; why?. 

Gen. Because he generally has a devilish deal of the 
baggage about him. — Let them take that. [To Ferment. 

Mr. F. I say — she seems in a rare humour : suppose 
you speak to her now about her silence to me« 

Gen. I will. 

jifr. F. You promised, you know, to put an end to it 
for ever. 

Gen. rU do it in a minute for you^ and make her own 
she's wrong. 

jUi.^ jr^ Do, my dear cousin ; now's the dme. 

D 
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Gen, To be anre — Madam, I am going to ask a fa- 
vour. 

Mrs. F. Then, in other words, general, yon are going 
to procure me a gratification. 

Gen, (,To Fe^tnent.l You hear. — Madam, we have all 
our liltle fpibles.. 

Mrs.F. Xf you allude to mine, pray, call them faults — 
Come ! what are they? and how may I correct theml 

Gen. [To Ferment.] I told you how easy it was, 

Mr. F. Thank you !^hank you! — Now for it! 

Gen. Why, then, madam, my cousin complains of a 
certain, reserve— you understand — a glum kind of a si- 
lence ; and when I consider that man is — a man, why I 
own I am at a loss for your reasons, and wait to hear 
them. — 5fow mind her answer. [To Ferment,'] And, as 
I said before, wait to hear them — [Pauiie — he cot|/t(«ed.] 
You know we can argue the matter pleasantly.— [Pdtwe 
-^he more confounded.] Because want of temper in such 
a case is — Eh!— [Patt«« — he becomes irritated.'] ^Vpon 
my soul, madam, 1 must, say — [She holds up her handia to 
stop Aim.]-- Well, madam — very well — I've done ; and 
now let*s near. 
[She takes Julia*s hand and courtesies. — They exeunt y l« 

ilSfr. F. (r.) Well, you've setUed it 

Gen. (l.) £h ? [Abashe4. 

Mr. F. You've done it ! 

'Gen, Yes, yes j you see she had not a word to say far 
herself. 

Mr. F, No ; but you fprgot to make her own she wa3 
wrong. 

Gen. But silence gives consent, you know, 

Mr. F. [Sighing.'] 'Tis very pleasant ! — Is not it ? 

Gen, Oh, His the devil ! — Qurse it ! — 't^s as bad aa 
fighting without a drum. 

3fr. F. I'll forget her. 

Gen^ llhat's ri^ht; !— :And; nfi'W we'll go to Lord Avon- 
dale's, and I'll introduce. you. 

Mr. p. And forget her i-r-But* >ny dear cousin, every 
thing depends on the manner. — Now, will you do it la 
my way X — I have a plan. — I'll iustruct you as we gQ " 
along — and never think of her, [Crosses^ it. 

Gen, (r.) No, ncA'er. 

Mr, F. (}..) I tell you what, poor creature ! — I pity 
her about you ! 

Gen, Yes — and what's more, I pity you. 
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Jifr. F. No, Bo! 

Gen. Yes, I do pity you, upon my soul ! 

Mr, F, No, no ! 

Gen. But I do^ though. * lExeunt^ l. 

SCENE II. — An Apartment in Avondale CastU ; two 

chairs. 

Enter Mrs. Nicely, followed by an Old Man, r. 

Mrs. N. Walk in, walk in, — Are you ill? 

O.Man, Feeble ! — very feeble ! 

Mrs. iV, And unhappy ? 

O. Man, Ah, madam ! 

Mrs. N. Come, come ; tell me who you are, and all 
about it. 

O. Man. I was a tenant of Lord Avondale's father, 
and had a son. 

Mrs. N. Well, that was a comfort ! 

O. Man, Ah, no ! a profligate son, who put thorns into 
my pillow, and wore furrows in my cheeks ! I neither 
expected nor hoped «to survive his shame — but heaven 
willed it (Afaerwise. I employed a gentleman of the 
law, ,who always flattered me he would obtain a remis- 
sion of the sentence my boy was condemned to suffer. 
The expenses I have, fur years, vainly endeavoured to 
pay, and now a prison opens to receive these aged limb% 
— But it matters not much where they lie ! 

Mrs. N. But it does matter a great deal, though. — To 
shelter age and infirmity is a sacred duty, and woe be to 
them who neglect it I 

O. Man. Having heard that Lord Avondale has re- 
turned to this country, I have walked here, in the hope 
he will pHy an old man's sorrows. — Here Is a ]^aper, 
which will explain. 

Mrs. N, He shall have it. — Come into my room, and 
take something to refresh you, and come again to-mor- 
row. 

O. Man. Vm very troublesome. 

Mrs, N, Nonsense ! — Troublesome, indeed !*- Come 
Tery often, I shall always be very glad to see you, when 
it is not dirty. Troublesome, indeed ! 

\^Exeunt Old Man and Mrs,i9ied^y l . 

Enter Lord Avqndale and Piter, r. 

Ld*A. Find Frederick, and send liim t)> ihte. 

D2 



,40 THB ftCHOOL OF RBPOBN . [aCT UU 

Pet. Yes, my lord.— ^General Tarragan watts. 

Ld, A. Introduce him* 

Pet, And Mr. Ferment. ^ 

Ld.A, Who? 

Pet, The general is accompanied by Mr. Ferment, 
oar lordship's neighboar. 

Ld.A, Ferment! — Ah, I recollect that gentleman's 
honourable intentions, and shall, of course, reward them. 
Well, show thein in here. [Exit, l. 

Enter Oeneral Tarragan and Mr. Ferment, r. 

Pet, Gentlemen, his lordship will wait on you imme- 
diately, 

ilfr. F. You mentioned my name ? 

Pet. Mr. Ferment. 

Mr, F. That's right ; you're a fine fellow 1 [ExU 
Peter, l.] Now, my dear general, are you perfect t 

Gen. Yes, yes I 

Mr, F. But consider, 'tis the most important event ! 
an epoch !— a crisis ! — the very aeme — 

Gen. Well, I'll introduce you in your own words. 

Mr. F, But do say them again — '* My lord, give me 
leave" — now do indulge me— I'm his lordship — now 
begin—** My lord, give — " 

, Gen» Well, well, be quiet — ** My lord, give me leave 
to present you this—'' 

Mr. F. Bravo I 

Gen, Bravo !— I thought it was gentleman I 

Mr. F. To be sure 1 

Gen, Then donH put me out — ** this gentleman, whose 
wishes, hopes, and ambition, centre in a zeal for your 
lordship's service." 

Mr. F, Vastly well ! — Now — ** I doubt not, general, 
but his talents and virtues will command my esteem.** 
That he'll say, of course. 

Gen. You think so ? 

Mr, F, Think so ! — Don't I know ? — You only mind - 
what you have to say yourself.— •** Command my ea* 
teem.** — Now — 

Gen. Be quiet I—** To accomplish that darling object 
will be the sole aim of his life." 

Mr. K Very well 1—^** Then I receive him as mj 
friend." 

Gen, ** In doing that, my lord, you will confer on me 
an everlasting obligation.*' 



I • 
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Mr. F. Oh, thank you, my dear^oasin 1 lEmbraehg.'] 
Then 1 pfMir forth Such a toirent of eloquence — ^the awful 
raoraent's at hand !— He cotnes !— I'm all agitation ! 
hope — 

Enter Lord Avondale, l. 

Mr, F, [Prompting General,} My lord, give me leave — 
Gen. Damn it, be quiet ! — My lord, give me leave to 
presoBt this*— • 
Mr,F, Beautiful I 

Gen. Beautiful gentleman !-^ no — this gentleman — 
don't pat me out — ^whose wishes, hopes, and amibition, 
centre only in a zeal for your lordship's service. 

[The General only attending to lohitt he is to smf next. 
Lid. A. I already know the object of his zeal ; it is to 
insinuate himself into my confidence, most honourably to 
worm into my secrets. 

^Gen. To accomplish that darhng object will be the 
sole aim of his life. 

Ld, A, Indeed ! Then, general, with your permisskm, 
I shall order a servant to show him the door. 

Gen. In doing that, my lord, you will confer on me 
an everlasting obligation. [Exit Lord A^ondaU^ l. 

[Ferment in agomes.'] Perfect to a letter I — ^There, I've 
done for you ! 
Mr F. Yes, you've done for me ! • . 
Gen. Well, I seldom praise myself; but if that was 
not what it ought to be—- What ! is his lordship gone ? 

Mr. F* Gone !-»Zound8 ! did yon not hea^ wh&t he 
said ? 

Gen. No, not I; yoil tlold me not to ipind. . What^ 
wrong again f eh, Fermebt ! 

Mr.F. Blockhead ! to trust to M0h an old-^If you 
know as little about war — 

[Crosses, l., walks about irritated.. 
Geh. What's that you say ? [FoUoWing him. 

Mr.F, Sir, FUsay what I please. -^I'm roused, and 
would advise you to be careful. 
G^. Oh, I can take a hint ! 

Mr. F. What ! do you talk to me of hints 1— Any 
thing to say to me*^peak out like a man. 
Gen. Will you fightl 

Mr. F. No, sir, I won't l-^Danln it. Til show a proper 
epitit here. 

' d8 
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GeTi, Dq tg« ge9 this oane ? 

Jtft*. F. That for your cane. [Snapj^g hU flngera,^ 
Jkm*t think yon hare one of those to deal with, who, 
hecanse they have not manly fortitude enough to bear a 
few knocks, run into Hyde Park — load pistolsT— foe Id 
the air; — shake hands — Pretty courage !-^No, no I 

ICvossetf K. 

Gen. UndignantlyJ] Sir, I ask your pardon. 

Mr. F, Sir, I'm satisfied. [Groiping hia hand. 

Gen, But, zounds ! 

Mr, F, Sir, I won't hear another word ! — ^You have 
asked my pardon-^pity nobody hears — you have asked 
my pardon, and thereVanend. — Do you suppose I want 
you to go on your knees f 

Enter Peter, who whispera General, L. 

Gen, Immediately ! — Oh, yerywell ! 

Mr. F, Duelling, indeed 1— Pshaw 1 

Gen, Why, true ; *tis but poor shabby work — a mere 
snack : bat in glorious war — damme ! there's cut and 
come again ! — Good-bye, Ferment — I say, *^ My lord, 
give me leave"— Oh, you*re a beautiful gentleman ! — 
Ha ! ha f [Exit General, l. 

Mr. F. Oh, I could cry 1 [^Sits down,'] Pretty figure I ' 
shall make when I go home ! [Peter bowa.'] 'What's the 
matter with you ?-— What are y6u bobbing your head at 
me for— «h 7 

Pet, I wait your commands, sir. 

Mr.F. I've no commands for you, my honest 
fellow ! 

Pet, Yes, sir, you certainly have. 

fBoway and pointa to the door. 
Your name's Thomas ? 
Pet. No, sir, Peter. [Pointa to door^ r. 

Mr, F. Ah, Peter 1 you neyer come to see my TimoUiy, 
Peter? 
Pet. No, sir, I never intrude. [PoinHng to the door, R. 
Mr, F, Don't you, Peter ? 

Pet. A pleasant walk to you ! [Pointing, 

Mr. F. Thank you, Peter.-— Lived long here ? 
Pet. Yes, sir, and hope to live here much longer* 
Mr, F, I don't wonder at it, Peter. 
'^ ' Pet, A good morning, sir. 

Mr. T. A last look !— Oh I [Exeunt^ r. 
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SCENE Ul^Chamber. 

Enter Lord Avondale and Genf.ral Tarragan. *' 

Xd A., Not see me ? 

Gen. No, my lord. 

Ld, A. Not trust the papers and evideiices in my pos- 
session ? 

Gen, No. — I don't understand iL 

Ld, A. What do they contain ? 

Gen. Why, as she tells me, certificates of marriage 
and baptisms, letters, jewels ; in short, as complete a 
chain of evidence as justice could desire. 

Ld. A. I rejoice to hear it— Pistraction ! — Where are 
these papers ? 

Gen, I can't say. I suppose in Ferment's custody. 

Ld. A. Ah !--Within there ! 

Enter Peter, r. 

Run, directly, and tell that gentleman to return. lExit 
Peter, r.] General, I'll follow you. I fear I was rather 
harsh to your friend. 

Gen, Why, he*s harmless ; and, if he did not pretend 
to see twice as far as other folks, he might have credit 
for seeing half as far. Ha ! ha I A mere blank car- 
tridge, my lord ; makes a bit of a bounce and a spluttet, 
and ends in smoke. [Exit, l. 

Enter Mr. Ferment abashed, Peter showing him in, r. : 

Ld,A. Sir, I ask pardon for giving you the trouble 
of returning. [Exit Peter, r. 

Mr. F. Oh I no trouble, my lord ; I had only got to 
the other side of the door. 

Ldi A. Give me your hand, sir. 

Mr,>F, [Running up to him.} Oh, my lord 1 

Ld. A. Grant me your pardon, and allow me a place 
in your esteem. 

Mr. F. My lord, you — ^you overpower me. 

Ld. A. The fatigue of business, the many cares that 
press on me, tease and — 

Mr. F. To be sure — I know — papers to read— all 
those drawers full, I dare say. 

Ld. A. I understand, sir, Mrs. St. Clair has entrusted 
to you certain documents^ 
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Mr, F. In my house, my lord,bnt not in my custody. 
And leare me alone to expose to the whole world ^ the 
villain who has basely deserted his wife and child. 

Ld. A. Rascal ! [Apart, 

Mr, F. Oh, I'm getting on here surprisingly ! [Apart, 

Ld, A, lAparf] I must know where they are con- 
cealed — I never had the pleasure of seeing your villa ; 
if a visit would not be deemed impertinent — 

Mr, F. Impertinent ! — My dear lord, the honour 
would be such an honour that— I'll go and prepare. 

[Goingj L. 

Ld, A, No, no, we must not part so. You must dine 
with me. 

Mr, F. Dine ! — My boy, you have done it ! 

lExtdtingly, 

Ld,A. [To Servant,'] Go to Mr. Ferment' s— say he 
dines with me. 

Mr, F. [Affectedly,] Yes, say I dine with his lord- 
ship ; and they must do without me as well as they can. 
And tell my wife, if she has any thing to say — ^why, she 
must wait till I come home. 

Ld,A, Come, sir. [Offering his hand, 

Mr, F, Oh, my lord ! — Peter, you see how it is. 

[Exeunt f l. 

SCENE rV.^Innde i(f Cottage Table and a candie 

burning on it, — Old Man seated, his handkerchief to his 
eyes. — Two Bailiffs standing near him, r. — A book in 
the table-drawer. 

Bat, Come, come, sir, we shall be late. 

0,Man, [Itisii^,] I am ready. But your employer 
might have given me a little more time. I had pre- 
sented a petition to a nobleman, and, perhaps, in a day 
or two— -Well, well, now to a prison.— 'Tis hard ! 

Bat. Why, master, our business, at best, is not a very 
pleasant one ; but if we had ^ answer for those we deal 
with, none but a devil would be a bailiff. 

0,Man, Reach me my hat, and let me take some- 
thing to comfort me. [Opens a drawer and takes out a book, 

Bai. Ay, we'll take a drop with you— What ! a book ? 

O, Man, Yes, of devotion! and had your employer 
tasted of its spirit, he would have tamed the cup Of 
bitterness from the lips of the afflicted. 

Bai, Why, that may be ; bat remember, old gentle- 
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man, that for one unfeeling creditor, we get hold of a 
hundred hard-hearted debtors, who, to have twenty 
dishes on their own table, will prevent twenty honest 
men from having one upon theirs.' 

O. Man, Ah, that's true !— that's very true I— It grows 
late — I cannot walk very fast. ^ 

Bat. Then the sooner we set out the better. 

O. Man. I'll do my best. 

jBat. Come, we'll help you. 

Fre. [Without, R.] Hollo! 

Bai. Come in. 

Enter Frederick, r. 

Fre> Good people, I have mistaken my way. Pray 
inform me which road leads to the castle ?, 

Bai. Why, if you mean York Castle, we can show 
you, for we are going there. 

Fre» To a prison ; — are you, sir, in the custody of 
these men ? [^Cro8$es to Old Man, 

O, Man. Alas 1 

Fre, Good heaven! 

Bai* Why, is it so very singular that an old man, 
past work, should be behind-hatad in the world ? 

Fre. No, but I hope His singular that he should 
suffer for it — ^To prison, but not to-night. IBaiiiffshakeg 
hiahead.'] s Defer his fate but till the morning — on my 
word, I'll return. 

Bai. Young gentleman, we must do oar duty, and 
words won't do. — If you choose to pay fifty pounds, 
indeed. 

Fre. Alas! I have not— ah, this purs^l — for what 
was it intended? — to allow a lady to breathe the air 
more 'commodiously — if applied here it may prevent age 
and infirmity from perishing in a dungeon's noxious 
vapour : — 'tis not mine ; but will not Julia thank me ? 
and will not my industry soon supply it ? — How have 
you incurred this debt? 

O. Man. In endeavouring to restore a lost son to his 
fond father's arms. 

Fre. Ah, in the sacred cause of paternal love ! — Here, 
take the money ! and with it take the thanks of him 
whose cheek was never bedewed by a father's precious 
tear, j] Weeps.'} Come, your demand ? 

Bau Nay, your honour! we do but obey orders ; but 
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if the gentleman can pay, why, Lawyer Claw desired 
ns to be quite civil ; and so, as there's plenty of money — 
"why, {mother time — [Frederick gives money. "l Thank 
yon, sir. — Good nighf, old gentleman ; and I hope, for 
your sake, that we may never meet again. 

lExit BaUiff, R. 

O. Man. .Surely this was sent by an angel ! 

Fre, It was, indeed ! — An angel who will smile on 
her minister, when, to her pitying ear, he tells thy 
story. 

Tyke, [Withouf] Ay, a comely kind of lad. 

BaL [Without.'] Why, there's such a one in that 
cottage. 

Enter Tyke, r.^ running. 

' Tyke. Ay, there he is, sure enough \'—J say, young 
fellow, run off ^tid castle as fast as you can. — His lord- 
ship's quite in a taking — all the servants after you. 

Fre. Which road ? 

Tyke. To the right — Come, be sharp ! — ^be -sharp 1 

Fre» Farewell ! [Taking Old Man's hand.] and- doubt 
|iot but heaven has in store a blessing to reward thy 
virtues ! — Come, come, be of good che^r. — I'll see you 
soon again. [Exit, r. 

O. Man. Pray, sir, who is that generous youth ? 

Tyke. Why, he's a kind of a foreman like, to Lord 
Avondale — my friend. 

O. Man. Are you tlie friend of that worthy nobleman ? 

Tyke, Yes ; between ourselves — I have him under 
my thumb ; but I say that out of confidence — you un- 
derstand. That's a smartish purse you've got there; 
but, I 'tell you what, I don't think it's very safe, just 
now. 

O. Man. Indeed, sir ! — You alarm me ! 

Tyke. I tell you what — I'll take care of this for you. 

[Takes the purse. 

O. Man. Well, sir, you are very kind, — You live at 
the castle 7 

Tyke. Yes, yes ! 

O. Man. Then, perhaps, you could aid a petition I 
have presented to his lordship — my name is — 

Tyke. Well, well, let's hear your name. 

O.Man. Robert Tyke. 

Tyke. Eh ! — what !— speak ! — no, don't ! 
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O.Man. Robert Tyke! 

Tyke. ITrembling^ violently, rushes to the table , brings 
down the candle, looks at the Old Man, dashes candle and 
purse on the ground, and tears his hair in agony.'] Oh, 
villain ! — villain ! 

O. Man, What's the matter ? 

Tyke. Dop*t you know me ? 

O. Man, No, sir. 

Tyke, I'm glad on't !— Fm glad on't ! — Ruin my own 
father!. 

0,Man. Ah! did I hear rightly 1— Father !— What I 
Oh I let me see — let me see I [Tyke, with a countenance 
strongly impressed with shame and horror, turns round,"] 
Ah ! it's my son ! — my long-lost, dear, profligate boy ! 
Heaven be thanked ! — Heaven be thanked ! 

Tyke, [^Groaning, strikes his breast ] Oh ! burst, 
burst, and ease me ! — Eh ! — but he's alive — father's 
alive ! ha I ha ! [Laughs hysterically, 

O. Man. You terrify roe. Robert, Robert, hear me !^— 
Take my forgiveness — take my blessing I 

Tyke. What 1 — forgive — bless — such a rogue as — 

[Bursts into a flood of tears. 
' 0»Man. Be composed. 

Tyke, Let me cry ; it does me good, father — it does 
me good. 

O. Man. Oh ! if there be holy water, it surely is the 
sinner's tears. 

Tyke, But he's alive ! [Rushes into his arms. 

O. Man, Ay ! alive to comfort and pard6n thee, my 
poor prodigal'^and Heaven will pardon thee ! 

Tyke, No, don't say that, father, because it can't. 

O. Man. It is all-merciful. 

Tyke. Yes, I know it is. I know it would if it could 
— but not me ! — No, no I 

O. Man, Kneel down, and ask its mercy. 

Tyke. I dare not — father— I dare not 1 — Oh, if I durst 
but just thank it for thy life ! 

O. Man. Angels will sing for joy. 

Tyke What, may I, think you ? — May I—may 1 1 

[By degrees, he tremblingly faUs on his knees, andcltvfps 
his hands in energetic devotion. — The curtain ftiU$^ 

END OF ACT III. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I— ^ Room in Mr. Ferment's Hnue— 

Two dhairs. 

Enter Mr. Ferment, /oWoir«(i by Timothy, r. 

Mr. F, What does your mistress say ? 

Tim. Why, I suppose she'll obey your commands, sir. 

Mr, F. Yes, I know — she said she would come di- 
rectly. 
. Tim. NOf not quite, sir. 

Mr. F. What did she say ? 

Tim. Why, she said plump she would not. 

Mr. F. CoDfusJoQ ! 

Tim. [Apart."] Yes, there's plenty of that in this 
bouse. 

Mr. F. But, yet, I'll condescend to introduce her to 
Avondale Castle. Yes, yes, 111 take her under my 
wing, poor woman! — Timothy, go and prepare the 
sociable. 

Tim. The sociable ! — For whom, sir ? 

Mr. F. For my wife and myself. 

Tim. What! together in a sociable! Why, that's 
so comfortable ! £cod ! it shall be ready in a minute. 

[EantyU 

Mr, F, But 'tis devilish hard to come home in tri- 
umph, overflowing with exultation, and no one to par- 
take in my joy — not a word of congratulation — 

Enter Shblah, l. 
How do you do 7 how do you do? 

She. Oh I thank you, sir — I hope your honour is well- 

Mr. F. Now, she*ll talk to me ! — What, you've been 
pulling a posy — 

She, For my dear mistress, sir. But, oh ! sfae*s tin- 
happy ; and, in that case, as I have read in an Irish 
poetry -book, — ^the perfume of flowers will not please the 
eye — the peaceful silence of evening does not charm the 
ear — nor heavenly dreams refresh the mind, which can* 
not take repose. 

Mr. F, Pray, my dear, did you meet my wife ? 

She. (l.) No, sir. — Oh, what a happy man you are ! 

Mr.F. (r.) Ami? 

She. To have a wife so handsome, and such a sweet- 
spoken lady. • 

Mr.F, Is she? 
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She. Oh t to hear her talk is delightfal ! 

Mr. F. Delightful, is it ? — Indeed ! — Now, would not 
this drive a man mad ? [Throws himsejf into a chair, 

Sfie. Any thing the matter ? Are you ill, sir ? Can 
I offer any consolation ? 

Mr. F. Eh ! what ? Can you offer consolation ? 
[Jumps up.} — Egad, I've hit it ! — Suppose I try to make 
my wife jealous ? — 'Tis a brilliant thought, and here's a 
very pretty subject ! —If that won't untie her tongue, the 
deviFs in't — 'Tis a monstrous fine thought ! — What shall 
I say, though ? — I — I— you — ^you — we — we— eh ! 

She, What's the matter? Are you dying? 

Mr, F, I am — with love for you, my darling ! 

She, [Alarmed.^ Sir! 

Mr. F, You are a divine creature, and I am a man 
of honour and secresy. Don't be terrified, my little 
trembler ! 

She. And is it yourself would take advantage of a 
poor weak girl 7 [She pushes him from her with great 
force ; hefaUs into a chair.'\ Oh ! oh ! 

[She weeps and crosses^ r. 

Mr. F. Zounds ! [Recovering.] Don't weep, my angel : 
behold me at your feet ! 

She. (r.) And is it that yoa want your throat cut by 
my little brother Sampson, that you dare insult ? Rise, 
sir ! [Jerks him up violently. 

Mr. F, (l.) Zounds I no ! — [Rubbing his shoulder.} — 
Hush ! — Damn it, 'tis all a fetoh. ^Tis only to make my 
wife jealous ! — Don't howl so.— Ill explain — I wish to 
take advantage of your weakness ! [Rubbing his shoulder.] 
Oh Lord! not I. — Here comes my wife — Now, do 
humour the thought, that's a good soul ! and, if I should 
offer to kiss you, now don*t knock me down, that's a 
dear little girl ! [He gallants in dumb show. 

Enter Mrs. Ferment, l. 

Mrs. F. Heavens I what do I dee ?— Sir ! 

Mr.F. Madam! 

Mrs. F. Am I thus insulted ? 
,• Mr. F Silence ! 

Mrs. F. Sir, I shall not be silent ; and I say — 

Mr.F. I know what you would say — you would say 
your love is wounded — ^but I say I don't care that for 
your love. 

Mrs. F. This usage — 

E 



|»0 THE SCHOOL OP ItEFORM. ^ [ACT IV. 

Mr. F. Is not to be borne, you say ; but I say yoo 
must bear much more. 

Mrs* F, What ! won't you hear me ? 

Mr. F. No, ma^am. Yon are always chattering ; and 
you know I despise the paltry prattle of the sex, so let 
me have mute obedience. 

Mrs* F. Inhuman ! was ever woman so insalted ! 

Mr. F. lApart,'] Charming ! 

Mrs.F. ly that have made yoiir real happiness the 
study of my life — 

Mr. F. Delightful f 

l^Shelah goes behind to L. of Mrs* Ferment. 

Mrs, F. I, that have had that confidence in yourioTO, 
that nothing but the evidence of my senses — Cruel roan f 
have I deserved this? oh! • IWeeps. 

Mr. F. It will do, it will do ! 

Mrs. F. [Overhears him; turns to Shelah, whoeocplains 
in dumb shoWy and exit, l.] Is it so ? 

Mr, F. Well, I hope you have done with your silly idle 
complainings 7 [Pause*] Hold your tongue, madam ! 
[Pause.] Why don't you hold your tongue ? [Pause.2 
Not but what I would condescend to hear what you 
complain of— justice demands that^but don't be tedioug. 
'[Pause.] Damme, but she's dumb again ! Dry your tears, 
my darling Fanny, and I'll convince you that my love is 
still- 
Mrs. F. Ha! ha! ha! \' 

Mr. F. What do you laugh at^ madam ? I'll give you 
a hundred pounds to tell me what you laugh at. Til — 
I've done with you : and if eyer I open these lips to you 
again, may all the — 

Mrs, F. George ! 

Mr-. F. Oh ! that voice— how it soothes ! my love ! ? 

Mrs.F. Go! 

Mr. F, Go ! go where ? what do ^roi^ mean by go ! 
[Pause.] Yes, I will go to the world's end. [C^ing,, re- 
titms.] No, I won't go. [Sits down.] And now I should 
like to hear what you can say. [She retires.] What, 
then, you'll go ? Very well, madam ! good-bye to you! 
won't you say good-bye ? [Exit Mrs. Ferment, L.j 
W on't you say — you won't Sfty good-bye ? [Bawling qfter 
her*] Furies ! Devils ! Let discord reign for ever ! oh ! 

Enter Timothy, r. 
Tim. The sociable's ready, sir, 
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Mr, F, Stand ©tit of my way, you rascal, or 1*11 — 

[Exit, driving off Timothy J r. 

SCENE n,—The Pavilion ; a table, ^ 

Enter Shelah with caution : she looks about r. u. e. 
She, Madam, you may approach ; there is no one here. 

Enter Mrs. St. Clair, r. u. e. 

Mrs, St, C, Ah ! do I again behold the place which 
gave me birth; where I fondly gamboled round my 
parents* knees? — Qh ! could their kind hearts have 
known the sorrows their child was doomed to suffer ! 
Alas ! how changed ! For the. lowly cottage I see the 
gaudy palace ! ^$tead of the modest woodbine, tangling 
its ligaments in the humble thatch, and giving sweetness 
to the breath of nature — behold the proud exotic, in 
sullen majesty shedding its feverish perfume !— just 
emblem of its imperious master ! 

She. Imperious ! Give him his true title — a vi^ain. 

Mrs, St, C. No, no. 

She, What ! is he not going to be married again ? 

Mrs, St, C, Oh, memory ! thou torturer of the 
wretched ! why dost thou whisper to this aching heart, 
^that t was once a happy mother and a wife? But 
then my little cherub — my darling boy — torn from my 
breast — abandoned — lost! — can a mother pardon that? 
— no, never, never. Yet 1*11 save him from a further 
crime! — but how? — Ah, that dresa !^-it shall be so! 
Yes : at an awful moment he shall again behold an in- 
jured wife — shall hear a mother's moans— then see me 
leave him, and the world, for ever. 

She, Oh, thefi, dear lady, take me with you ! 

Mrs, St, C, Ail I we're surprised ! — I hear footsteps. 

She, Don't be alarmed. This way, this way. 

[^Exeunt^ l. 

Enter Lord Avosdkle, followed by Mrs. Nicely, r., 

bearing a small box, which he pUtces on tke table. 
LA, A, Set it down. I hope the ^eV eight has not 
fatigued you ? 

Mrs, N, (r.) No, no, 'tis not heavy ; and when the 
)Mart*8 light, the body's nimble, be it ever so old — ha ! ha ! 
Ld, A, (l.) I am glad to see you so merry. 
Mrs, N, Ah ! a clean house and a clean conscience 
will make any one merry. 

e2 
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Ld, A, Heigho 1 I haire not forgot the petition, 

Mrs, N. Oh, my lord, 'tis all settled. — ^Mr. Frederick, 
heaven bless him ! saved the old man I he has gained 
the love of every body. 

Ld, A. I rejoice to hear it. 

Mrs, N. Indeed \ but I fancy you won't be glad to 
hear that he has gained the love of one who— 

Ld, A. AVhat mean you ? 

Mrs, N. Why, if I know what eyes say^ Miss Julia 
and he — 

Ld,A, Ahl 

Mrs, iV. They just look as you and poor Emily used 
to do. 

Ld, A. Oh, spare me I spare me ! [A knocking at the 
door, R.]— See who is there. 

[ilfr«. Nicely goes out, and retumSf R. 
Mrs, N. Tis the young man who comes here by your 
appointment. 

Ld. A, Show him in. [Exit Mrs Nicely, R.] Tis plain 
I am suspected t — And shall the name qf Avondale be- 
come the sport of foes — the jest of foots \ — No, no ! — It 
is determined ! — These evidences of my shame must-^ 
shall be mine ? — Now to my purpose ! [JETe unlocks the 
box J and takes out a cloak, a mask, and pistoL On hear-' 
ing some one approach, he covers the pistol with tlte cloak,"] 
— This fellow will be a fit instrument to effect it. 

Enter Tyke, r. 

[Beckons Tyke to approach — turning round, is surprised at 
his appearance^ which is changed to a pUun, but very neat 
dress.} Astonishing ! can this be tl^e man ? 

Tyke, (r.) No, it is not ; I be quite another man to- 
day — ha! ha! 

Ld, A, Why dd you laugh ? 

l)fke. Why, I laugh, my lord, because I've been cry- 
ing, ha ! ha ! I say, I've found old man — father's alive-^ 
he ! he ! and, do you know, he says positive sure heaven 
will forgive me : and I declare, I somehow feel so warm 
and comfortable, that, between you and me, I should not 
at all wonder if it had already. 

Ld* A, You thought your father dead ? 

Tyke, Yes, and he thought so himself, poor man I but 
it was really what you gentry oall a fine«-a finenomenoun 
— You understand, that the ironmonger who made the 
tackle for qur legs, picked father up,, got lif^ into him 
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ftgmin, and teek iihn up to Lanncm, and jast ady«rtised 
In news the antidote about his 6ase ; and, would you 
believe it? next morning, fine ladies, in their own 
coaches, came tid' old man, wi' tears in their pratty eyes, 
and bank-notes in their pratty hands, to a matter of forty 
pound — Now, IVe just one commentation to mak on this 
matter : — I've seen your player show folks, and such 
like, wi^geliag and waggeling, and chattering about fjon- 
don pride, and London profligation, and what not — Now 
I think, if one of them was just to set about talking 
a little of London kind-heartedness, and London charity, 
it would be rather more truerer, and quite as becoming. 
-Ld. A. Tell me, knows he aught of that boy ? 

Tyke, What I your son 1 — No, never could hear a word 
^bout him — Ah ! coald we but make him out now, then, 
mayhap, your lordship would try your hand at a bit of 
a laugh: — ^let me only once see him — I'll find him out 
directly. 

JW. ^. Ah ! 

Tyke, That is, if I know 'tis him^ — you understand. 

Ld, A. Pshaw ! 

Tyke, Because I 'put a mark upon him. 

Ld, A, Indeed ! ^ 

Tyke. Oh yes, I managed it right enough. 

Ld,A. Explain. 

Tyke, Why, you know> before you wer« a lord, your 
name was Mr. Philip ; so I got some gunpowder, and 
marked an F on his neck, because F stands for Philip — 
yes, yes, — it struck me as proper. 

Ld, A. Come hither, Robert — I sent for you to — 
[Looks at the cloakJ\ to tell you that — that you — ^possess 
my regard — 

Tyhs. Thank you, my lord. 

Ld.A. And may command my patronage and protec- 
• tion. 

Tyke. And you mine- — quite mutual, I assure you. 

Ld. A, You can confer on me happiness. 

Tyke. Why no, sure. 

Ld. A, By putting me4u possession of certain evidences, 
you can pave me from ruin. 

Tyke, What !— can I, though ?— I'll go through water 
: or fire, or anything — Come, let's begin — How — where ? 

Ld, A, Look under that cloak — it will explain the 

eS 
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Tif\0, I wtll^he t he I I declare. I'm «s happy 
\L\ft9 up the cloak, $ees pistol and mask, then trembUnffy 
drops the eloak.'] 

Ld. A, [Catching his handJ] Yoa know the use ^f 
those? 

Tyke. I do. 

Ld, A, You most employ them. 

Tyke, Hash ( iStiU tremblinsr* 

Ld, A, What alarms you ? 

Tyke, Hush! 

Ld, A, No one hears. 

Tyke, Yes, there does. 

Ld, A' Impossible ! 

Tyke, There does, I tell you — there does. 

Ld, A, Ah ! how ? where ^-^Tyke^ shuddering, p(n$U3 
up to iieaven,'] — Damnation! — ^baffled— -trod on by this 
wretch ! — and must I stoop to dissemble ? [Crosses, a.] 
Robert, I am satisfied. 

Tyke, (l.) I wish I was. 

Ld, A, (r.) 'Twas but to try your virtue. . 

Tyke, Was not it, though ? — Well, I hope that*s true ; 
but it fluster'd me sadly — I declare^ I'm all of a pother 
now. 

Ld, A, But swear to me— 

Tyke, No, I'll never swear no more. 

Xd. A, True, 'tis unnecessary— Here, take this purse^ 
good fellow. 

Tyke. £h ! no, no. 

Ld, A, For the friendship I bear you. 

Tyke, Yes, I understand ; only, you see — ^youMl ex- 
cuse me. 

Ld, A, Do you scorn my bounty ? 

Tyke, By no means, only it won't do^o more purses* 

Ld, A. For your father's sake — 

Tyke, Yes, yes, I'm sensible about all that — ^but as 
to father, you see, I happen to haive a couple of hands at 
his service — I'm much obliged— only I've grown a little 
cute and knowing lately. 

Ld, A. And would I again plunge his soul in guilt ? — 
Oh, villain 1 villain ! 

Tyke. Did you speak to me ! — Oh — talking of yourself 
—yes, yes — Why, I'll tell you a bit of a secret, my lord : 
I've found out that the houestest are the cunningest 
chaps — Whjf there is father now — he's a deep one--do 
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you know he oan lay his head on his pUiow, and think 
of dying yrV a smile— I say, he mon have kept a pretty 
sharp look-out as to what*, right like — must not he ! 
L Ld, A. Leave iae. 

Tyke, [Cfo««5, r.] I will — I say, my lord, he! he! 
I is going tid' plough this afternoon, to earn a supper 
for old man, ha! ha {-^[Snapping hU fingers.^ — Do your 
lordship's heart good to come and see I work. 

{^Rubbing hia hmida exuUinghf, 

Ld. A, (l.) Leave me, I say I 

Tyke, (r») Wi' pleasure — Ah ! I see how it is — Ex* 
cuse the liberty I take wi' your poor soul ; but if you 
would but be persuaded to fall a-crying, ami be comfort- 
able 

Ld, A. Instantly begone I 

Tyke, I will — Shall I send old man to yon? Oh, he's 
a capital hand at your deplorable case. [Exit, r. 

Tyke. IWUhinU, R.] Yes, yes ; you'll find his lordship 
in that room. 

Enter Frederick, r. 

— * 

Ld, A. (l.) Ah, Frederick, speak— ease this agonized 
breast ; this tortured brain I — What hast thou heard ? 

Fre, (r.) All access to the lady, or the evidence she 
possesses, is Impossible. 

Ld, A. Be it so. Frederick, I love— I envy — I fear 
thee. 

Fre, My dear lord, fear him who would sacrifice his 
life? 

Ld,A. Thy life ?—wouldst thou ? 

Fre, Put my firmness to the proof. 

Ld.A, I shall do so. — Mark me — In early life — blest 
years of innocence !— I loved a sweet and virtuous girl^ 
but ii»wly born— K!ome and behold her. [Opens the cabi- 
net,] TU-fated Emily ? Oh, could I recall that guilty 
hour 

Fre» With what .melancholy sweetness she points to 
the pledge of virtuous love ? 

Ld. A, To avoid a parents anger, we were privately 
married : I went abroad in the suit of an ambassador, 
and she imprudently followed me: She lived in profound 

retirement 1 could seldoni see her ; but her regret at 

my absence was softened by the endearments of our in- 
£uit son. 
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Fre. Have you a son ? 

Ld.A, I had— oh, do not tortare, but hear me! 
Shortly after, the ambassador died, and I was thou^^ht 
worthy of the splendid appointment. From that mo- 
ment ambition took full possession of my soul, and my 
buoyant fancy twined round my brow the proudest 
honours a subject can enjoy ; but this secret, this de- 
grading raarriage,'crushed each aspiring thought. 

Fre. But surely the affections of a virtuous woman 

would compensate 

Ld. A, That was prevented : for my wife was secretly, 
but falsely, accused of practices against the religion of the 
country. 

Fre, " How I envy you the proud joy of asserting her 
<* innocence, and affording her the protecting arm of the 
" husband she loved !*' 

Ld A. " True, but '' 

Fre, "Did you not so?" 

Ld, A, *^ No ; — It might have injured my fortunes at 
« home." 

Fre. ** What! a virtuous wife injure the fortunes of 
'^ a Britisth statesman ( — You know, my lord, it is not so ; 
" you know you libel your august patron/' — Did you 
discover the secret villain vYho accused her? 
Ld. A, Villain ! 

Fre, Was he not a damned one ? 
Ld, As He was. — Oh, Frederick! avert that face, 
lest the indignant lightning of thy eye blast me ! I was 
that villain ! 

Fre. You freeze my blood! — ^The man that T vhave 
worshipped— that my very soul is bound to ■ 

Ld,A, My innocent wife was secretly immured in a 
convent, and the news shortly reached me— -that she was 
no more. 

Fre. It cannot be 1 Oh, tell me so ! My noble patron 
is the nurse of merit, the scourge of baseness ; the good 
man*s hope, the villain's fear ; tiie great- man^s envy, and 
the poor man's friend. 

Ld. A, Thou tortur'st me, for such I might have been : 

— but now view me in all my borrorsr— behold the selish 

patriot, the abject hypocrite, the savage father, and the 

murdeiiog husband. [Crones^ R. 

Fre, (l.) Oh, ambition ! 

Ld,A* (R.) Ay, it was my god : for that I sufieaad 



8CBMB II.] THB SCHOOL OF AfiFORBff. AT 

this lorely floi^er to wither in a ^loister^s gloom ; for 
damned ambition, I tore my infant from its mother's 
pantiog breast/and he is lost — lost for ever ! But marli ! 
Heaven, who is as watchfal to lay bare the villain's 
breast as it is to. shelter that of innocence, has, ^s from 
the grave, raised up evidence of my shame ; I know 
where theyjare concealed — they must instantly be mine. 

Fre. But how? 

lid. A, By thefU 

Fre, Forbid it, heaven. 

Ld.A, **Think'st thou I would live to hear my name 
>' coupled with dishonour, or behold myself (as inquisi- 
** tors treat their victims) dressed out in hellish shapes, 
'^ and thus exposed to public mockery and scorn ? — No, 
no — '' [ Seizes the pistol and mask, 

Fre. "Ah!" 

Ld.A. Frederick, didst thou not say thou wouldst 
sacrifice thy life 1 

Fre, Ay, my life, but not my honour ; to save you, 
pluck out this heart — but its last pulse shall throb with 
virtue. 
^ Ld.A. Thou dost refuse! 

Fre, It^is impossible — ^no wretch can be found — 

Ld. A, Yes, there is one I am sure of. 

Fre. Ah I who ? 

Ld. A. Avondale ! — Tell me, is he not a villain fitted 
to my purpose ? [Snatches vp tiie cloak.'] Farewell ! jjhould 
we meet no more — and if my aim fail, it will be so — 
thou wilt find that in my death I have not forgot thee. 
lis strongly affected."] Pardon, good, dear youth, the 
trial to which I put thy virtue: on my soul, I am glad 
that it sustained it. [Weeps. 

Fre. Ah, tears ! obey their Sacred impulse. Plunge 
not your soul in horrors. Thus I'll cling to you — thus 
save you from a damning deed. [Kneels. 

Ld.A. Frederick, beware! [Presents the pistol to 
him.] Thou art the only soul on earth I love : but thee, 
even thee, would I roll at my feet a corpse, didst tbon 
check my purpose. Bo not pull more muiders on my 
head. Tis in vain — farewell ! 

[Breaiksfrom him, and rushes out, r. 
. Fre, Fatbei of merciesi pity and pardon ! 

[FoUowahimf r. 

END or ACT IV. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I.^-An inclosed ApartmerU wUh two doors, and a 
flight of steps, as leading to a Turret. — Frederick 
discovered, 

Fre. Not returned ! I've watched from the turreft 
which commanda the road, till my strained eyeballs 
refase their office. This agony of doubt is dreadful ! 
Hark > sure I heard a confused noise — again ! ^A pistol 
is fired, R.] Oh, heaven ! he is no more — 

\^A noise is made at the door, it opens. Lord AvandaU 
rushes in, r. s. e., and takes off the mask, 

Fre, Ah, he lives! 

Ld, A. Behold, they're mine. 

[Shotting casket and papers, 

Fre, I heard the report of a pistol. 

Ld,A, It was levelled at one who pursued me. Let 
me but plunge these in eternal night, then fate I defy. 
[Ferment without, d. R. s. e.] Follow, follow ; this way ! 

Ld. A, Ah ! I'm pursued. 

Fre, Hush ! here we may avoid— ah ! this door beset? 

Ld, A, Then escape is impossible — and bereft of the 
means of death ! O Frederick ! if thou lovest me, take 
this faithless weapon, nerve thy joung arm, and in 
mercy dash out this maddening brain. 

Gen, [Without, d. r. s. e.] We have bim, sure enough. 

Ld,A* Dost thou hear 7 Wilt thou behold me dragged 
forth a criminal ? 

Fre, Distracting thought! how — where? Oh, that 
my life could save you ! My life— Ah ! it shall be so. 

Ld. A, What dost thou mean ? 

Fre, Give me this weapon — this mask. 

Ld, A. Frederick, what wouldst thou ? 

Fre. [Rushing into his arms.'\ Save my benefactor. I 
cannot sin, but I can suffer for you. 

Gen. [ Without, R. s. e.] Force the door. 

Ld. A. Think me not so damned. 

Fre, There is no time for words— fly to the turret. I 
being found, all search will cease. 

Ld. A. Thou shalt not saffer, by heaven ! 

Fre, No, no, fear ' not ; I will escape — a moment 
more, and all is lost : they force the door — away, away ! 

[Lord Avondale retreats to the turret. — Frederick puts 
on cloak and mask. — The door is forced. 
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General Tarragan, Ferment, Timothy, and black Ser- 
vants rtiah iftf o. r.s. e. — At the same timelenter two 
Countrymen, l. s. e. 

Gen, Ah, there he stands ! anmask the villaiD. 

Mr. F. I'll do that. 

[Going up to Frederick, he shows the pistol — Ferment 
retreats. — Frederick then takes off the mask. 

AU. Frederick! 

Gen. What ! — no f — it can't be !^et me see him, only 
let me see him! [Wiping his eyesJ] Villain I viper! 
hypocrite! — 'Sdeath! what am I about? 'I, that have 
lighted the mine that was to blow into the air hundreds 

of innocent souls, and now to snivel at a but they 

are red-hot drops of fury, damme I I shall be choaked 
instead of him. Seize him I Where's his lordship ? 

[Servants seize him. 

Mr, F. I'll iBnd him directly. I know I shall suc- 
ceed to the situation he has dishonoured ; that's all the 
comfort * 1 can afford ; and if he wants more, let him 
look for it in his own breast — but where's my wife ? 
Where's my wife? O, I must find her ! [Exiiy R. s. E. 

Tim. Ay, where's my missus? where's my missus ? 

[Exit, R. s. E. 

Gen. You have, disgraced the charity that fostered 
you ; your example may palsy the warm hand of bene- 
volence, and many an innocent may suffer for your 
crime ! 

Fre. Oh! 

Jul. [Without, R. s. E.] What do I hear 1 I'll not be- 
lieve it. 

Fre. Julia's voice I Oh, save me from this pang — lead 
me to my prison. 

Gen. Hold! 

Enter Julia, d. r. s. e. 

Jul. O, Frederick ! then it is so — father, support me ! 

Gen. Look at this girl, the daughter of General 
Tarragan — more — the heiress to a princely fortune — 
nay, more— the darling child of an honest man. I don't 
cry, you rascal ! — now, do I ? — She, yes, she confessed 
she loved you. 

Frer Oh, brain ! brain ! brain ! 

Gen. Recover/ and hear more. I, like a fond father — 
no, like a damned old rascid — was about to ask Lord 
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Avondale's consent to your union. Now, away with 
him ! • [Countrymen on l. aeixe him, 

Fre, Hold off one moment. [He breaks from them, and 
faUs at Julia*8 feet,] Angel of pity, through whose 
cherub lips the breath of hatred never yet found way ! 
ohy do not curse me ! 

Jui. Say, then, you are innocent. 

Fre. I am. 

Jul, Innocent? 

Fre, Oh, most unfortunate I 

Gen, Away with him, I say ! 

Fre» Stand offl Julia mine — that heaven within my 
reach. Instant conduct me to — 

Jul, Where ? Speak, speak, Frederick — where ? 

Fre. To — [Jfter a struggle, which overpowers Atm]-^to 
my prison. [£jpt7, attended, l.s. e. 

Gen. Zounds ! I*m as hot as — ^I'm a portable furnace : 
but where is his lordship ? You shall be his instantly : 
I won't eat — I won't sleep, till you are Lady Avondale. 

Jul, My happiness is gone for ever. 

Gen. No ;"it is not — you shall be happy — ^you shall be 
a happy bride. Fly, rascals! Find Lord Avondale. 
[Exeunt Survants."] Come along; you shall be this day 
a happy, happy bride. [Exeuntf r. s. e. 

SCENE III.— -il Room in the Castle,— Two chairs. 
Enter Lord AvoMDALB,/o22oioed hy Tykf, r. 

Ld, A, (l.) My good'fellow— 

Tyke, (r.) Bless me, my lord, what can be the matter t 

Ld. i4 . I am distracted. 

Tyke. Ob, now I understand ; he's going to be mar- 
ried » poor man, and, of course, in a taking about it; 
why, that'« all natural enough, 

Ld. A, Hear me ; Frederick has been detected — j^J^J 

Tyke. Detected! 

J&d. A. In the commission of a robbery. 

Tyke. What! that mask! that pistol! 

[Shaking his head,. 
!* Ld, A. Hush ! Dost thou not pity him ? 

Tyhe. I do, indeed ; poor lad ! I say, you know he is 
not half so bad as either of us. 

Ld, A. Robert, I was once thy landlord ; I trust, not a 
severe one. 

Tyke. Severe ! na}^ that^s cutting ; that's as much as 
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to Bay that I've for^^ot your kindness to me. Did not 
^ou put me to $chool ? and, though I settled all my mat- 
ters there in a month, that was no faalt of yours ; you 
gave me money — if I misused it, you were not to blame : 
only tell me how I can show my love — honestly, wi' sub- 
mission like. 

Ld, A, Procure Frederick's escape. 

Ti/ke, I'll do my best. 

Ld. A. See this purse, 'tis richly stored ; and, pro- 
perly disposed of, it may do much ; promise any thing, 
half my estates ; and remember, Robert, that in saving 
him you will preserve my life. 

Tyke. What I your life? Thaf^s enough. 

[Takes the purse, and runs off, r. 

Ld,A. Never, Frederick, shall judgment be pro- 
nounced against thee. Here I swear, that if the hour of 
trial come, Avondale will stand forth, arrayed in all his 
guilt, and save that innocent^ that noble youth. 

Enter Peter, r. 

Pet. General Tarragan requests your immediate at- 
tendance ; he entreats the marriage ceremony may in- 
stantly take place. [Lord AvondcAe starts.'] The pre- 
parations have already begun. 

Ld. A. I'll come tj him. [ExU Peter, r.] Marriage ! 
why does the thought terrify ? My heart ceases to beat ; 
my numbed limbs seem to fasten on the earth, and the 
faded form of Kmily flits before my dazzled aight Let 
me shake off this horrid lethargy — let me collect my 
thoughts. [Sir^ into a ehairy tL. 

Enter Mr. and Mrs. Ferment, l. 

Mr. F. There he is-^he seems unhappy ; but, as soon 
as he perceives me, you'll see the difference. I suppose 
the evidence of your own eyes and ears will convince 
you ? Now mark the attention, the joy. — How do you 
do, my lord; how do you do? [Lord Avondale looks, 
then turns from him— Ferment, disimpointedr carries his 
chair round to the other side, r.] I see how it is, my 
lord ; the vlllany of that young viper, which you fos- 
tered in your bosom— but I flatter myself, that in your 
humSle servant you will find more talent, and a zeal 
warm as — 

Ld. A. Did you speak ? 

Mr. F. Yes, a littie. 

F 
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Ld, A, Oh ! {^Relapsing into inattention » 

Mr. F. But for me, the monster would have escaped. 

Ld. A. [Startinq^ up, and turning to him."] Ah, indeed ! 

Mr. F. [Apart.] Oh, now we come- on a little. — Did 
not your lordship know that I detected him? 

Ld A. No. ^Restraining his rage. 

Mr. F. Oh ! all owing to me — caught a glimpse of the 
▼illain in my house — followed him up close — he thought 
to frightenme. Pugh! Fired at me — received his shot 
like a castle — it passed through my hat — not this hat — 
but I take no merit. 

Ld. A. Yes ! take — 

Mr. F. Oh, my sweet lord ! any thing that you propose! 

Ld. A. Yes ; [Croates, R.] Take my everlasting curses. 

lExity R. 

Mr. F. Oh, lord ! oh, dear ! Fm very ill. Fanny, 
wife — one word — only one — let me hear some voice be- 
side my own, in this damned infernal house, as poor Ju- 
liet says, or I shall faint. 

Mrs. F. Do you confess you are wrong ? 

Mr.F. I do. 

Mrs. F. Will yon abandon your schemes 1 

Mr. F. I will. 

Mrs. F. Will you sometimes follow my advice ? 

Mr. F. Always ; you shall be ray magnet. 

Mrs. F. The first that ever attracted lead, I believe. 
Ha! ha! 

Mr. F. Say what you will, only talk, and if ever I go 
a lord hunting again, may I lose this worthies^ head ! 

Mrs. F. Then, if ever I think of ruling again, may I 
lose your estimable heart ! 

Mr. F. What I Don't make me cry — then that for you, 
old SouT'Crout — [Snapping his fingers.'] — I have a plan. 

Mrs. F. A plan ! ^Alarmed. 

Mr. F. A plan for imitating your silence, my dear 
Fanny. 

Mrs. F. Then my plan shall be to indtate your prattling : 
you knoW) after so long a silence— 

Mr. F. You must have a great many words by you. 

Mrs. F. I shall talk till I tire you. 

Mr. F. No, you won't. 

Mrs. F. Yes, I shall. 

Mr. F. No ; oh, delicious ! charming I 

[Exeunt f L. 
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SCENE IV.— IiMWe cfa Prison. 

Fred^erick discovered ; his figure and dress bespeaking the 

desolation of his mmd, 

Fre, When the contemplative mind approaches death, 
how Uttie seems the mighty war of passions which agi^ 
tate this atom, nmn !•— O Julia ! to.know thy love only 
to meet thy hate ! Perhaps, even now, he leads her to 
the altar — Ah ! that thought is madness ! but no, it can- 
not be ; this is no hour for joy ! my fate must banish 
pleasure from their hearts ! no, no, 'tis impossible — I 
wrong my friend ! — I wrong thee, lovely Julia ! [A 
chime qf bells sounds at a distance^ r.] Ah ! those sounds ! 
it is the marriage peal — and with it my dying knell ! — 
Julia, hear me ! I am innocent ! — Avondele, hold ! in- 
human, guilty -man ! [Tfte door is unlockedy l. 

Enter Tyke and Gaoler, l. d. — Tykje motions Gaoler to 
retire, — Exit Gaoler, i. d. 

Tyke, There he is, poor fellow ! yet I think he looks 
innocent! — at least I am pratty sure, when I used to 
look intid* glass, I never saw any thing like that— I say, 
I is come to comfort thee like— I hope thou repents of 
-what thou hast done ? . 

Fre, (b.) No. 

Tyke, (l.) Oh dear, he's not fit to die. Imun get him 
away — I say, Lord Avondale sent me t o 

Fre, Oh 1 leave me i 

Tyke, fiut I won't, though—thou mun try to escape. 

Fre, I will not escape. Begone, rascal ! 

Tyke, Rascal ! well, I was one, and I mun bear it — 
'but—- 
^ Fre, Dare not approach roe. 

Tyke, Pugh ! pugh ! [Advancing, 

Fre, Must I, then, force you from my preseoce ? 

[Strikes kvn. 
Tyke* A blow ! 
. [Seizes Frederick by the collar ; the action forces open the 
neck of his shirty sees the F marked on his neck ; he 
trembling lets go^ and points to the mark, 
Fre. What do you point at ! 

Tyke, At^at— I hardly dare look again !— Eh ! ' Tis 
he ! 'tis he f \ With great animation, 

Fre. This mark ! \ 
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Tyke, I made It— FU take my oath on't. Fve found 
him — I've found him ( Come to thy father^s 1 Come to 
Lord Avondale ! 

Fre. Ah ! hare I then suffer'd in a father's cause t 
Oh, do not deceive me. 

Tyke, Why, do I look like such a savage beast, then ? 
— See here IPlaeing hie hande on hia moiet eyes, and 
ehowing ihem,} Believe my eyes, if you won't my tongue. 
I've often danced thee on my knee--Give me thy hand ! 

Enter GaoloVy l. d. 

Goo, What's the matter here ? 

Fre, My happiness — the happiness of Lord Avondale— 
is in your power. The property in question was my own, 
the legacy of an unfortunate mother. Pinion me hand 
and foot, only bring me to my father. 

Tyke, Vo; I'll stay here for him — No, I can't do that 
—I must be in the thick on't. 

Fre, Be merciful ! I will not fly ! 

Goo, Why, I believe I may venture to take you to the 
castle. 

Tyke, You may. 

Fre, Oh, each moment is an age ! 

Goo. W^ell, let me find the key. 

Tyke, Oh, never mind key. [kuekee agaiuet the doot — 
it opena,] There ! Come — come. [Exeunt^ l. d. 

SCENE V.~^ Gothic Chapel-^he entrance qf the Choir 
in the back Scene, with eteps to ascend^-foUiing doort 
conceal the Interior of the C/tapel— 'Music behind the 
Scenes — A marriage procession enters, a. 

Enter Servants, Ladies and Gentlemen, Lord AvoNDAtB, 
Julia, and General Tarragan, r. 

Gen, Well, my lord, the joyful hour is at length ar- 
rived. I fancy it would be difficult to find three 
happier people. \^Lord Avondale hows,] Now, farewell 
to Julia Tarragan ! a name my tongue has dwelt on 
with rapture, and demands a parting tear. Kiss me, my 
girl ! — but I shall see thee grace a nobler name. Well, 
now to the altar— my lord, we wHit-»- 

Ld,A* \_Starting,] Forme! [ Recovering, ") My lovely 
bride, your hand.'*-[rA4^ move towards the chapel — the 
Jolding doors are opened, which discovers Mrs, St, (Jlair in 
the dress of the picture, her right hand pointing to the 
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wedding-ring — Lord AvandaUf advancing up the stepsy 
beholds her^aUs fnuk into the arms qf the attendants, ex- 
claiming,'] Angels of mercy ! Emily ! [Faints* 

Emi. Yes! behold thy innocent) thy mnch- wronged 
wife ! [AU express astonishment— %he cunes forwardJ] 
Inhuman man! hear me !- -Where is my child ?—)vhere 
is my darling boy ? 

Tyke, [Withouty L."] Standout of the way I here ho 
comes ! here he comes I 

Enter Frederick and Tyee, l. 

Fre. Julia ! married ! 

Jul. [Looking doum,] No, Frederick ! 

Fre, [Seeing Lard AvondaleJ] Ah ! what means this ? 
Father, father, hear me ! it is your son that calls ! 
Will not that charmed name restore you 1 

Emi. Ah, son 1 [Leans on Julia, 

Fre. [Turning. round.] What do I see?— That form !— 
that dress !— On, tell me ! does my heart deceive me ?— > 
[She rushes into his arms.] I know thy wrongs — my fa- 
ther has bewailed them with tears of anguish. Oh, for- 
give him ! — he has been my benefactor — he has loved me 
— he has been a father to me ! — Take his hand — there — 
the warm contact will animate each torpid pulse-^wiU 
wake his heart to penitence-— to love ! Ah, he revives. 

Ld. A. [Recovering, looks round.] Emily !^-Ah ! 
Frederick here ? what am I to think ? 

Tyke. Think I look there — look Uiere ! [Pointing to 
the mark.] He is your own ! 

Ld.A. What! My wife — ^my child ?— both, both re- 
stored t O, Ail-merciful ! — accept my contrition ! — 
deign to receive my gratitude ! 

[The curtain slowly faUs, whUe Lord Acondale, kneeling^, 
lifts his hands to heaven — Julia takes the hand of 
Emily — General Tarragan rests on his stick, with his 
handkerchuf to his eyes — Tylw, with joyful sati^ac- 
tiony points to the group. 

DISPOSITION OP THE CHARACTERS AT THE 
• FALL OF THE CURTAIN. 

General. Avondalb. Emily. Julia. Tyke. 

».] [l. 

THE END. 
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REiMARKS. 



Thb German dramatists, paying little deference to the judgment, 
made one direct appeal to the iieart — and they seldom missed their 
aim ; for, thoagh the assent of critics may be gratefnl to the man of 
taste, the applause of thousands is a still prooder, ami more pro- 
fitable distinction. If, for one critic that condemns, a hundred ordinary 
folks approve— if, in the closet, a play is found guilty of indecorum and 
absurdity, and at the same time gain the approbation of the public— 
we must surely admit that the dramatist is at least victorious on bis 
own ground. The honour of such a victory is another question* 
Some authors have thongbt fit to appeal to the press, against an* \uu 
just decision of a capricious audience: and others may, in like 
manner, point to a crowded theatre, as a set-off against the fastidious 
dogmas of critics. - When Tickell's, (or Addison's) rival Homer ap* 
peared. Pope observed, that he cared little for the whs at Button's, 
so long as he had the mob (i. e, the public) on his aide ; and the" 
dramatist may care n<tt a button for the critic, provided pit, boxev^ 
and gallery hail him their Magnus' Apollo, Lovers' Vows, as a 
literary composition, is almost beneath critidsm : as a theatrical 
exhibition, it lias always been effective and popular. 

We shall not repeat the very trite remark, that the extenuation 
for profligacy vhich this drama affords, is likely to produce exten- 
sile miscni^f. Few, we suspect, will be disposed to imitate Agatha 
Friburg, for the chance, after twenty years, of marrying their se- 
ducer.— We think' it more likely that the positive miseries she is 
made to endure, as aproximating nearer to real life, will have the 
contrary effect. One good, we trust, will arise from the example — 
-the diminution of thai execrable vice, called gallantry, which aban- 
dons its victim to shame and remorse, and risks that fearful con- 
tract between father and child, which the heart shudders to con- 
tempUte. 

We are no Ariends to the doctrine of philosophical neeessitp* 
We believe that every man's actions are in his own power, ;> fong 
-as reason is preserved to him. If once we admit that the enJ jastt- 
fies the means. Vice will never be at a loss for an excuse— 

," So may the mfflan, who with ghostly glide. 
Dagger in hand, steals close to your bed-side : 
Not he, but his emet^ence forced t&e door, . 
He found it inconvenient to be poor 1" 

The case of Frederick is an extreme one. He is placed in the situa- 
tion of a man in a million, and may therefore be permitted to act as 
sucb. without any dangerous aconsequences to society. But, though 
we do not admit of philosophical, we must of a dramatic necessity. 
It is indispensable that Frederick should rob his father— had the 
young soldier continued an honest man, it would have puzzled Kot* 
' zcbue and Mrs. Inchbald to have ipade Agatha an honest woman. 

A3 
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Lovers' Tows ia a lort of paraphrnso on Kotsebne'a " Child of 
liore." A literal translation of the German play was pat Into the 
hands of Mrs. Inchbald by the manager o'f Covent-Garden Theatre, 
fur that lady to adapt it to the English stage. In performing this 
task, Mrs. Inchbald has shown considerable ability. Bsron WHden- 
haim woald have proved fatal to the play, had he not been altered 
and modelled to the taste of an English aodlence. For Connt Cassel, 
Amelia, and Verdon, she has done still more. We profess not to 
know how love-affairs are conducted in Germany— whether the decla- 
ration first comes from the. gentleman or the lady — whether it is 
usual localla spade,,a spade-^but, if AnieliaWildenhaim be intended as 
. a'sample, we can only say they manage these things better in Germany* 
In this country, a lady, like a ghost, must be spoken to, ere she feels 
herself at liberty to speak : this Mrs. Inchbald knew, and judiciously 
confined the character of Amelia within the limits of decorum, with- 
out destroying her frankness, and making her a prude. Kotaebue's 
Amelia fairly sets her cap at the chaplam, and makes love to him 
sans intermission and ceremony. The English Amelia's hits, thoag^ 
less palpable, are snf&ciently intelligible to a person even of Mr. 
Anhait's gravity and cloth. 

In every art, not excepting that of love, something should be left* 
to the imagination. It is neither necessary to«— 

" Let concealment, like a ^orm i' th' badj 
Feed on the damask cheek," 

• • 

nor to speak abruptly the truth, the whole truth, and leave nothing 
for the imagination to conceive. There is a sort of concealment that 
is iudissulubly linked with our old-fashioned notions of female de- 
corum. Kitty Clive, being excessively angry at being put out of the 
part of Portia, and declaring she was quite as well qualified to vtear 
breeches as Garrick was to play Ranger, Davy, who was a lover 
of decorum, when it did not interfere with Mmseif, produced ttii» 
impromptu: 

'* Dear JELate, it is vanity both us bewitches, . « . 

Since I must the truth on't reveal ; 
For. when I mount the ladder, and you wear the breeches, 
< We show what we aught to conceal." 

Verdun, the poetical botler, who. In the German drama, is entirely 
subordinate, in the present one occupies a distingiUshed place, and 
is very humorously drawn. His rhyming account of the rencbntre 
between the baron and Frederick, which was suggested by Mrs. 
Inchbald, but in a great measure supplied by anomer hand, is an 
ingenious burlesque on modem ancient ballads and legendary tales. 
This style of writing was extremely popular some y^rs since. Percy 
and Langhorne produced some beautiful specimens, but Goldiimith's 
" Hermit" transcends them all. Dr. Johnson parodied these mo- 
dern antiques — 

« Triek'd in antique ruff and bonnet, 
Ode, and elegy, and sonnet," 

in the following J«w iPesprit :—• 

** The tender Infant, meek and mild. 
Fell down upon a stone ; 
The nurse took up the squealing child. 
But still the child sqneal'd on I" 

Mr. Verdun's poetry hu at least thf merit of perspicuity and plain- 
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nest. He that rons may read, — there are no metaphorical fllghtt of 
fancy to bewilder the brain ; it is straight^forward matter-of-fact nar- 
ration from beg'nning to end. The whimsical truisms contained in 
his poem, " There lived a Lady it^ this Land;* are parodies on 
Goldsmith's/ " In Islington there teas a Man," and ** Madam 
Bktixs,** As it was homoroasly said of Otway's " Orphan,"^-yi)x9X 
a world of pother there had been for want of a little farthing rush- 
light—hud the following moral been more religibasly observed, 
fewer illegitimate sabjects had been resorted to for the legitimate 
drama :•— 

" Then yoa.who now lead single lives. 
From this sad tale beware ; 
And do not act as yoo were wives. 
Before yon really aref* 

The late Mr. Rae made an excellent Frederick. The stage sai- 
tained a loss by his death, that no socceeding actor has yet repaired. 
Neither Mr. Warde nor Mr. Cooper can be named with him. Mrs. 
Glover played the disagreeable character of Agatha Fribarg with 
safficient judgment, A. mother revealing to her son the> history of 
her shame places the actress in a trying situation ; and Mrs. Glover 
got over it tolerably well. Mr. Wallack and Mrs. Mardyn gave an 
animated picture of the two lovers : bat, even with these helps, the 
audience would have been wearied, but for the excessive comicality 
of Mnnden in the poetical Butler. 

Mr. Kean Jun. has lately enactjsd Fredericlc, with symptoms of 
improvement in his style of acting. He- has got rid of some of his 
decimation and formality, and consequently approaches nearer to na- 
ture.' Miss Foote, in Amelia, was nature herself. — She overwhelmed 
the chaplain with a flood of passion that might disturb even a bishoj^s 
sanctity. Harley took upon himself the authorship of Mr. Verdun's 
poetry, and was ezoeedingly laughable. 

tt^ D O. 



STAGE DIRECTIONS. 

The CondnetoTs of this Work print no Flays but those which they 
have seen acted. The Stage Directions are given from their own 
personal observations, during the most recent performances. 

BXITS and ENTRANCES. 
R. means Right; L. Xf/¥ ; D. F. Door in Flat; R. D. Right 
Door; L. D. Left Door; S. E. Second Entrance; V. E. Upper 
Entrance; M. D. Middle Door, 

RELATIVE POSITIONS. 

B. means Bight ;.^m L^t; C. Centre; R. C. Bight of Centres 
L. C. Left ^ Centre, 

R. RC* C. LC« Ii. 

*t^ The Reader is supposed to be on the Stage Joeing the Audience* 
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ACT I. 

SCENE l,~^A Highroadf a Town at a distance. — A 
small Inn on the l« side of the Road, a Cottage on the r. 

The Landlord qfthe Inn pushes Agatha out of the 

Housey L. s. B. 

Lan, (l.) No, no ! no room for you any longer — It is 
the fair to-day in the next village ; as great a fair as 
any in the German doniinions. The country people 
with their wives and children take up every corner we 
have. 

Ago, (c.) You will turn a poor sick woman out of 
doors, who has spent her last farthing in your house ? 

Lan* For that very reason ; because she has spent her 
last farthing. 

Aga, I can work. 

Lan» You can har41y move your hands. 

Aga. My strength will come again. 

Lan, Then you may come again. 

Aga What am I to do ? Where shall I go ? 

Lan» It is fine weather — you may go |kny where. 

Aga, Who will give me a morsel of bread to satisfy 
my hunger ? 

Lan. Sick people eat but little. 

Ago, Hard, unfeeling man, have pity. 

Lan. When times are hard, pity is too expensive for a 
poor man. Ask alms of the different people that go by. 

Aga. Beg ! I would rather starve. 

Lan, You may beg, and starve, too. What a fine 
lady you are ! Many an honest woman has been obliged ' 
to beg. Why should not you ? [Agatha sits down upon a 
large stone under a tree, R.] For instance, here comes 
somebody ; and I will teach you how to begin. 

Enter a Countryman with ujorking tooU, crossen to r, 

Qood day, neighbour Nicholas. 
Con. Good day. 
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Lan, Won't you give a trifle to this poor woman ? 
ICountryman takes no noticey but wcUks off, r.] That 
would not do — the poor man has nothing himself but 
what he gets by hard laboui^. Here comes a rich 
farmer ; perhaps he will give you something. 

Enter Farmer, l. 

Good morning to you, sir. Under yon tree sits a poor 
woman in distress, who is in need of your charity. 

Far, (l.) Is she not ashamed df herself?. Why don't 
she work? 

Lan. She has had a fever. If you would but pay for 
one dinner — 

Far, The harvest has been but indifferent, and my 
cattle and sheep have suffered by a distemper. 

[Crosses and exit, lu 

Lan. My fat smiling face was not made for begging : 
you'll have more luck with your thin, sour one — so, I'll 
leave y6u to yourself. [Exit into housey L. 

Aga. [Rises and comes forward.'] Oh, Providence t 
thou hast till this hour protected me, and hast given me 
fortitude not to despair. Receive my humble thanks, 
and restore me to health, for the sake of my poor son^ 
the innocent cause of my sufferings, and yet my only 
comfort. [Kneeling, c] Oh, grant that I may see him 
once more ! See him improved in strength of mind and 
body ; and that by tiiy gracious mercy he may never be 
visited with afflictions great as mine. [After a pause,] 
Protect his father, too, merciful Providence, and pardon 
his crime of perjury to me ! Here, in the face of 
Heaven (supposing my end approaching, and that I 
can but a few days longer struggle with want and 
sorrow), here, I solemnly forgive my seducer for all the 
ills, the accumulated evils, which his allurements, his 
deceit and cruelty, have, for twenty years past, drawn 
upon me. 

Enter a Country Girl, toitha basket, i. 

Aga. [Near fainting^ a.] My dear child, if you covld 
spare me a trifle — 

Girl, (l.) 1 have not a farthing in the world— but I am 
going to market to sell my egp^s, and as I come back I'll 
give you threepence — And rll be back as soon as ever 
lean. [Crosses and exit, ft. 

Aga, There was a time when I was as happy as tbiif 
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coutttry girl, and as willing to assist the poor in dis- 
•tress. [Retiru to the tree, and 8it8 down* 

JEnter Frederick, l. u. e. — He U dressed in a^ German 
soldier's uniform, has a sword and knapsack on his 
shoulders, and appears in high spirits, 

Fre, ^Advances to c] Halt I Stand at ease ! It is a 
very hot day — [Throws down his sword and hutpsack,J A 
draught of good wine will not be amiss. But first let 
me consult my purse. [Crosses to front of stage, l. and 
takes out a couple qf pieces of money , which he turtis about 
in his hand,] This will do for a breakfast — the other 
remains for my dinner ; and in the evening I shall be at 
home. [Going up to house, i. s. £., calls cut,] Ha ! 
Halloo! Landlord! [Takes notice of Agatha, who is 
le€Ming against the tree, r.] Who is that? A poor sick 
woman ! She don't beg^ but her appearance makes me 
think she is in wanL Must one always wait to give till 
0B« is asked ? Shall I go without my bre'akfast now, or 
lose iny dinner ? The first, I think, is the best Ay, I 
don't want a breakfast, for dinner-time will soon|be 
here. To do good satisfies both hanger and thirst. 
[Going towards her with the money in his hand,."] Take 
this, good woman. 

[Stretches forth her hand fpr the gift, looks stea^astly 
at him, and cries out with astonishment and joy, 

Aga. (r.) Frederick! 

Fre, (K.c.) Mother! [With amazement and grief J] 
Mother I For God's sake what is this ! How is this ! 
And why do I find my mother thus ? Speak ! 

Aga, I cannot speak, dear son! [Rising and em* 
jbracing him,"] My dear Frederick ! The joy is too great 
— I was not prepared--^ 

Fre. Dear mother, compose yourself: [Leans her head 
against his breast,] now, then, be comforted. How she 
trembles I She is fainting. 

Aga, I .am so weak, and my head so giddy — I had 
nothing to eat all yesterday. 

Fre, Good heavens ! here is my little money,- take it 
all. Oh, mother! mother! [I2«iis to the inn, i.s.e.] 
Landlord ! Landlord ! 

[Frederick knocks tfiolently at the door ; the Landtord 
opens it, and comes out, 

Lan, What is the matter ? 

Fre, A bottle of wine — quick, quick ! 
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Lan* [Surpritid,] A bottle of wine! For whomr 

Fre, For me. . Why do you ask ? Why don*t you 
make haste 7 

Lan, Well, well, Mr. Soldier : but can you pay for it t 

Fre. H^re is money — make haste, or I'll break every 
window in your house. 

Lan» Patience! 'Patience! \^Goe8 into house > 

Fre, [To Agatha.] You were hungry yesterday, when 
I sat down to a comfortable dinner. You were hungry 
when I partook of a good supper. Oh ! why is so much 
bitter mixed with the joy of my return ? 

Aga» Be patient, my dear Frederick. Since I see 
you, I am well. But I have been very ill : so ill that 
I despaired of ever beholding you again. 

Fre» 111, and I was not with you ? I will, now, never 
leave you more. Look, mother, how tall and strong I 
am grown. These arms can now atford you support. 
They can, and shall, procure you subsistence. 

Lan. [Coming out qf the house with a small pitcher,^ 
Here is wine — a most delicious nectar. [Aside.'\ It is 
only Rhenish ; but it will pass for the best old Hock. 

Fre, (c.) [Impatiently snatching the pitcher.'] Give 
it me. . 

Lan. No, no ; tlie money first. One shilling and two* 
pence, if you .please. [ Frederick g ives him money. 

Fre. [Crosses to a.] This is all I have. —Here, here, 
mother. 

IGives her wine. ^— While she drinks, Landlord counts the 
money. 

Lan. Three-halfpence too short ! However, one must 
be charitable. [Exit Landlord into house, l. s. e. 

Aga. I thank you^ my dear Frederick — Wine revives 
me— Wine from the hand of my son gives me almost a 
new life. [Comes for ward. 

Fre. Don't speak too much, mother— Take your time. 

Aga. (r. c.) Tell me, dear child, how you have passed 
f^e five years since you left me. 

Fre. (c.) Both good and bad, mother. To-day plenty— 
to-morrow not so much — and sometimes nothing at all. 

Aga, You have not written to me this long while. 

Fre. Dear mother, consider the great distance I was 
from you l-r-And then, in the time of war, how often 
letters miscarry. — Besides 

Aga. No matter, now I see you. But have you ob- 
tained your discharge t 
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Fre* Ohy no, mother ; I have leave of absence only 
for two months ; and that for a particular reason. But 
I will not quit yon so soon, now I find you are in want 
of my assistance. 

Aga» No, no, Frederick ; your visit will make me so 
well, that I shall in a very short time recover strength 
to work a^ain ; and you must return to your regiment, 
when your furlough is expired. But you told me leave 
of absence was granted you for a particular reason. — - 
What reason ? 

Fre, When I left you, five years ago, yon gave me 
every thing you could afiford, and all you thought would 
be necessary for me. But one trifle you forgot, which 
was the certificate of my birth from the church -book. 
You know, in this country, there is nothing to be done 
without it. Ai the time of parting from yon, I little 
thought it could be of that consequence to me, which I 
have since found it would lunre been. Once I became 
tired of a soldier's life, and, in the hope I should obtain 
my discharge, offered myself to a master to learn a pro- 
fession ; but his question was, " Where is your certifi- 
cate from the church-book of the parish in which you 
were born V* It vexed me that I had not it to produce, 
for my comrades laughed at my disappointments My 
captain behaved kinder, for he gave me leave to come 
home to fetch it — and you see, mother, here I am. 

[During this speech^ Agatlui U confnsed and agitated, 

Aga, So you are come for the purpose of fetching 
your certificate from the church-book 7 

Fre. Yes, mother. 
\ Aga, Oh! obi 

Fre. What is the matter ? [She bursts into tears,^ For 
Heaven's sake, mother, tell me what's the matter ? 

Aga, You have no certificate. 

Fre. No! 

Aga. No. — ^The laws of Germany excluded you- 
.from being registered ai your birth — fot^— you are a 
natural son. 

Fre, IStarts-'^ter a pause,J So! — ^And who is my 
fitther? 

Aga, Oh, Frederick, your wild >obks are 'daggers to 
my heart. Another time. 

Fre, [Endeavourittg to conceal his emotUm,'] No, no — I 
am «till your son — and you are still my mother. Only 
tell me, who is my father ? 

B 
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Aga» Whfen we |Mirted, five years ago, you were loo 
young to be intrusted with a secret of bo much import* 
anee. But the time is cone, when I can, in confidence, 
open my heart, and unload that burden with which it 
has been long oppressed. And yet, to reveal my errors to 
my child, and sue for his mild judgment on my conduct-^ 

Frcm You have nothing to sue for ; only ex{4ain this 
mystery. '" 

Aga* I will, I will. But— my tongue is locked with, 
remorse and shame. You must not look at me. 

Frt. Not look at you ! Cursed be that sen, who 
could find his mother guilty, althongih the world should 
call her so. 

Aga, (L.C.) Then listen to me fOrotsM f» n,\ and 
take iiotice of that village [Pointing]^ of that castle, and 
of that church. In that village I was born — in that 
church I was baptized. My parents w«re poor, but 
reputable farmers. The lady of that castle and estate 
requested them to let me live with her, and she would 
provide for me through life. They resigned me ; aiid, 
at the age of fourteen, I went to my patroness. She 
took pleasure to instruct me m all kinds of female lite- 
rature and accomplishments; and three happy years had 
passed, wider her protection, when her only son, wlio 
was an officer in the Saxon service, obtained pernisaioii ' 
to come home. I had never seen him before — he was a 
handsome young man, in my eyes a prod^; for he 
talked of love, and promised me marriage. He was the 
first man who had ever spoken to me on such a subject. 
His flattery made me vain, and his repeated vows ■ ■ 
Don't look at me, dear Frederick : I can say no more. 
{Fredericky wUh hk sye* cast down^ UUees her hand^ and 
puts it to Ins heart.'] Oh ! oh ! my son! I was Intoxieated 
by the fervent caresses of a young, inexperienced, ca- 
pricious man, and did not recover from the delirium till 
it was too late, 

Fre» [J/ter a pauae,'] Go on. Let me know more of 
my father. 

Aga. When the time drew near that I eould no loager 
conceal my guilt and shame, my seducer prevailed on 
me not to expose him to the resentment of his mother. 
He renewed his former promises of marriage at her 
death ; on which ralying, I gave him my word to be 
secret'— and I have to this hour buried hia name deep in 
my heart. 
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, iV«. (jt. c.) PiOG^ed, proceed! give me full inlorma- 
tioD— •! will have courage to hear it all. 

[Greatly agiiaied, 

Aga» His leave of absence expired, he returned to his 
regxmenty depending on my promise, and well assured 
of my esteem. As soon as my situation became known, 
I was questioned, and received many severe reproaches : 
but I refused to confess who was my undoer ; and for 
that obstinacy was turned from the castle. I went to 
my parents ; but their door was shut against me. My 
mother, indeed, wept as she bade me quit her sight for 
ever ; but my father wished increased affliction might 
befall me. 

Fre. [Weeping.'] Be quick with your narrative, or 
you'll break my heart 

Ago, (c.) I now sought protection from the old cler- 
gyman of the parish. He received me with compassion. 
On my knees I begged forgiveness for the scandal I had 
caused to his parishioners ', promised amendment ; and 
he said he did not doubt me. Through his recommen* 
dation I went to town, and, hid in humble lodgings, 
procured the means of subsistence by teaching to the 
neighbouring children what I had learnt under the 
tuition of my benefactress. To instruct you, tngr Fre- 
derick, was my care and my delight ; and, in return for 
your filial love, I would not thwart your wishes when 
they. led to a soldier's life; but I saw you go from me 
with an aching heart Soon after my health declined, 
I was compelled to give up my employment; and, by 
degress, became the object you now see me. But, let 
me add, before I close my calamitous story, that, when 
I left the good old clergyman, taking along with me his 
kind advice and his blessing, I left him with a firm de- 
termination to fulfil the vow I had made of repentance 
and amendment I have fulfilled it — and now, Frederick, 
you may look at me again. [He embraces her. 

Fre. But my father all this'time? [MoumfuUy.J I 
apprehend he died. 

Ago. No — he married. 

Fre. Married! 

Aga. A woman of virtue — of noble birth and immense 
fortune. Vet [ Weeps] I had written to him many times ; 
had described your infant innocence and wants; had 
glanced obliquely at former promises — 

Fre. [Raptdly.] No answer to these letters ? 

b2 
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Ago. Not a word. But in the time of war, you kikow, 
letters miscarry. 

Fre, Nor did he ever return to this estate ? 

Ag^a, No^>since the death of his mother this castle 
has only been inhabited by servants — for he settled as 
far off as Alsace, upon the estate of his wife. 

Fre, I will carry you in my arms to Alsace. No — 
why should I ever know my father f My heart is sa- 
tisfied with a mother. No — I will not go to him. I will 
not disturb his peace— I leave that task to his conscience. 
What say you, mother, can't we do without him? — 
IStru^gling between his tears and his pride.] We don't 
want him. I will write directly to my captain. Let 
the consequence be what it will, leave yon again I can^ 
not. Should I be able to get my discharge, I will work 
•all day at the plough, and all the night with my pen« 
It will do, mother, it will do ! heaven's goodness will 
assist me—- it will prosper the endeavours of a dutiful 
son for the sake of a helpless mother. 

Aga* ^Presses him to her breast,^ Where could be 
found such another son ? 

Fre, But tell me my father's name, that I may know 
how to shun him. 

AgOk Baron Wildenhaim. 

Fre, Baron Wildenhaim ! I shall never forget it — 
Oh ! you are near fainting. Your eyes are cast down. 
What's the matter? Speak, mother ! 

Ago, Nothing particular :— only fatigaed with talking. 
I wish to take a little rest. 

■ Fre^ I did not consider that we have been all this 
time in .the open road. f^Goes to the intiy and knocks at 
the door, l. s. e.] Here, landlord ! 

Landlord re-enters from house, l. s. e. 

Lan. Well, what is the matter now ? 

Fre, Make haste, and get a bed ready for this good 
woman. 

Lan, [With a sneer,'] A bed for this good woman! 
Ha ! ha 1 ha ! She slept last night in that pent-house ; 
so she may to-night. [Exit, shutting the door. 

Fre, You are an infamous — [Goes back to his mother, c] 
Oh ! my poor mother — [Runs to the cottage, R. s. e., ami 
knocks.] Ha ! halloo ! Who is there 7 

£nter Cottager, from cottage, R. s. e. 
Cot, Good day, young soldier. What is it you want ? 
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¥re» Good friend, look at that poor woman. She is 
perishing in the public road ! It is my mother. Will 
joa give her a small corner in yoar hut? I beg for 
mercy's sake— ^heaven will reward you- 

CoU Can't you speak quietly ? I understand you very 
well. \CdlU at the door of the huty Wife, shake up oar 
bed — ^here is a poor sick woman wants it. 

Enter WifE, Jrom Cottcige, r. s. e. 

Why could not you say all this in fewer words ? Why 
such a long preamble ? Why for mercy's sake, and 
heaven's reward? Why talk about reward for sach 
trifles as these ? Come, let us lead her in ; and welcome 
«he shall be to a bed, as good as I can give her, and to 
our homely fare. 

Fre, Ten thousand thanks and blessings on you ! 

Wife, Thanks and blessings ! here's a piece of work 
indeed about nothing! — Good sick lady, lean on my 
shoulder. [To Frederick.'] Thanks and reward, indeed 1 
Do you think husband and I have lived to these years, 
and don*t know our duty ? — Lean on my shoulder. 

I {Exeunt into cottage, £• s. s. 

PND or A€T I. 



ACT n. 

SC£N£ I.— ^ Room in the Cottage, 

Agatha, Cottagkr, Am Wife, and FkedericKj disco- 
vered — Agatha reclining upon a Wooden Bench at the 
back qfthe stagey l. c. — Frederick leaning over her^ 
L. — Cottager and Wife, a. 

Fre, (l.) Good people, have you nothing to give her ? 
Nothing that's nourishing ? 

Wife, Kun, husband, run, and fetch a bottle of wine 
from the landlord of the inn. 

Fre, No, no ; his wine, is as bad as his heart : she 
has drank some of it, which I am afraid has turned to 
poison. 

Cut', Suppose, wife, yon look for a new-laid egg ? 

Wife. Or a drop of brandy, husband ; that mostly 
cures me. 

Fre, Do you hear, mother? Will you, mother? 
[Agatha makes a sign with herJiand as if she could not take 
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anif thing*'] She will not. Is there no doctor in this 
neighbourhood ? 

Wtfe, At the end of the village there lives a horse- 
doctor. I have never heard of any other. 

Fre, What shall I do ? She is dying. My mother is 
^ying ; pray for her, good people ! 

Aga, Make yourself easy, dear Frederick ; I am v^rell, 
only weak,^^ome wholesome nourishment— 

Fre. Yes; mother, directly— directly. [JsideJ] Oh ! 
where shall I — no money — ^not a farthing left. 

Wife. Oh, dear me I Had you not paid the rent yes- 
terday, husband — 

Cot. I then should know what to do. But, as I hope 
fot mercy, I have not a penny in my house. 

Fre. Then 1 must— [Jjior^, coming forward, L.] — Yes, 
I will go and beg. But, should I be refused— I will 
then — I leave my mother in your care, good people, 
—do all you can for her, I beseech you i I shall soon be 
^ith you again. [^Goes off in haste and confusion, L. 

Cot. If he should f^o to oar parson, I am sure he 

would give him something. ^Goes round to L. 

{^Agatha having revived by degrees during the scene, rises. 

' Aga. (c.) Is that good old man still living who was 

minister here some time ago ? 

Wife, (e.) No— it pleased Providence- to take that 
worthy man to heaven two years ago. We have lost 
in him both a friend and a father. We shall never get 
-such another. 

Cot. (l.) Wife, wife, our pres^it rector is likewise a 
very good man. 

W^e. Yes ; but he is so very young. 

Cot. Our late parson was once young too. 

Wife. [To Agaiha.'\ This young man being tutor in 
our Baron's family, he is very much beloved by them 
all ; and so the baron gave him this living in conse- 
quence. 

Cot. And well he deserved it for his pious instruc- 
tions to our young lady ; who is, in consequence, good 
and friendly to every body. 

Aga. What young lady do you mean ? 

Cot. Our baron's daughter. 

Aga, Is she here ! 

Wife. Dear me ! Don't you know that ? I thought 
every body had known that. It is almost five weeks 
since the baron and all his family arrived at the castle. 
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Af(a, Baron Wildenhaim ? 

Wife. YeBy Baron Wildenhaim. 

Aga, And his lady? 

Cot. His lady died in France, many miles from hence ; 
and her death, I suppose, was the cause of his coming 
to this estate — for tiie baron has not been here till within 
these five weeks ever since he was married. We regret^ 
ted his absence much, and his arrival has caused great 
joy. [Agatha riseSy Cottager and Wife lead her forward* 

Wife, [Addressing her discourse to Agatha.] By all 
accounts the baroness was very haughty, and very 
whimsical. 

Cot Wife, wife, never speak ill of the dead. Say 
what you please against the living, but not a word 
against the dead. 

Wife* And yet, husband, I believe the dead care the 
least what is said against them.— And so, if you please, 
I'll tell my story. The late baroness was, they say, 
haughty and proud ; and they do say, the baron was not 
80 happy as he might have been : — but he, bless him— 
our good baron, is still the same as when a boy. Soon 
after madam had closed her eyes, he left France, and 
came to Wildenhaim, his native country. 

Cot, Many times has he joined in our village dances. 
Afterwards, when he became an officer, he was rather 
wild, as most young men are. 

Wife, Yes, I remember when he fell in love with 
poor Agatha, Friburg's daughter : what a piece of work 
that was — It did not do him much credit. That was a 
wicked thing. 

Cot* Have done — no more of this. — It is not well to 
stir up old grievances. 

Wtfe. Why, you said I might speak ill of the living. 
*Tis very hard, indeed, if one' must not speak ill of one*8 
neighbours, dead or alive. 

Cot, Who knows whether he was the father of Aga- 
tha's child ? She never said he was. 

Wife, Nobody but him — that I'm sure — I would lay 
a wager — no, no, husband, you must not take his part 
' — it was very wicked I Who knows what is now be- 
come of that poor creature ? She has not been heard of 
this many a year. [Agatha is greatly agitated*'] May 
be, she is starving for hunger. Her father might have 
lived longer, too, if that misfortune had nut happened. 

[Agatha/aint's* 
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Cot. See here ! Help ! She is fainting — take hold. 

Wife. Oh, poor woman I 

Cot, Let ns take her into the next room. 

Wtfe, Oh, poor woman ! — I am afraid she will not 
live. — Come, cheer up, cheer up. You are with those 
who feel for you. [They lead her inio^Cotiagef r. 

SCENE II. — An Apartment in the Castle. — A table spread 
for breaJtfast at the back of stage, l. c, and one with 
writing-desk at'the back of stage, R. c. — Baron Wil- 
DENHAiM enters, attended by a gentleman in waiting, l. 

Bar. Has not Count Cassel left his chamber yet ? 

Gen. No, my lord, he has but now rung for his valet. 

Bar. (c.) The whole castle smells of kis perfumery.—- 
Go, call my daughter hither. lExit Gentleman, l.] And am 
I, after alt, to have an ape for a son-in-law ? No, I shall 
not be in a hurry— I love my daughter too well. We 
must be better acquainted before I give her to hin^. I 
shall not sacrifice my Amelia to the will of others, as I 
myself was sacrificed. The poor girl might, in thought- 
lessness, say yes, and afterwards be miserable. What 
a pity she is not a boy ! The name of Wildenhaim will 
die with me. My fine estates, my good peasants, aH will 
fall into the hanchi of strangers. Oh 1 why was not my 
Amelia a boy 1 

Enter Amelia, r. — She kisses the BaronU hand, 

Ame. (r. c.) Good morning, dear my lord. 

Bar. Good morning, Amelia. Have you slept well t 

Ame. Oh I yes, papa. I always sleep well. 

Bar. Not a little redtleM last night ? 

Ame. No. 

Bar. Amelia, you know you have a father who loves 
you, and I believe you know you have a suitor, who 
IS come to ask permission to love you. Tell me can- 
didly how you like Count Cassel 1 

Ame. Very well. 

Bar. Do not you blush when I talk of him 7 ' 

Ame, No. 

Bar. No ? — I am sorry for that— [ul^iJe]— Have you 
dream*d of biift ? 

Ame. No. 

Bar. Have you not dream'd at all to-night ! 

Ame. Oh, yes— I have dream'd of our chaplain, Mr. 
Anhalt. 
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Bar. Ah, ha ! As if he stood before you and the Coont 
to ask for the ring. 

Ame. No, not that. I dream'd we were all still in 
France ; and he, my tutor, just going to take his leave of 
us for ever. — I 'woke with the fright, and found my eyes 
full of tears. 

Bar. Pshaw I I want to know if you can love the 
count. You saw him at the last ball we were at in 
France ; when he capered round you ; when he danced 
minuets ; when he but I cannot say what his conver- 
sation was. 

Ame. Nor I either — I do not remember a syllable of it. 

Bar. No ? then I do not think you like him. 

Atne. I believe not 

Bar. But I think proper to acquaint you, he is rich, 
and of great consequence : rich, and of consequence ; 
do you hear ? 

Ame. Yes, dear papa. But my tutor has always told 
me, that birth and fortune are inconsiderable things, and 
cannot give happiness. 

Bar. There he is right — But if it happens, that birth 
and fortune are joined with sense and virtue — 

Ame. But is it so with Count Cassel ? 

Bar. Hem I Hem ! ^Aside.'] I will ask you a few 
questions on this subject; but be sure to answer me 
honestly — Speak the truth. 

Ame. I never told an untruth in my life. 

Bar, Nor ever conceal the truth from me, I command 
you. 

Ame. lEamestly.'] Indeed, my lord, I never will. 

Bar, I take you at your word — And now reply to me 
truly — Do you like to hear the count spoken of? 

Ame. Good or bad ? 

Bar. Good. Good. 

Ame, Oh, yes ; I like to hear good of every body. 

Bar, But do you not feel a little fluttered when he is 
talked of? 

Ame, No. [Shaking her head. 

Bar. Are not you a little embarrassed? 

Ame. No. 

Bar. Don't you wish sometimes to speak to him, and /' 
have not the courage to begin ? ^' 

. Bar. Do you not wish to take his part, when his com- 
panions laugh at him ? 
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Ame, No — I love to langh at him myself. 

Bar, Provoking ! [Aside.'] Are not you afraid of him 
when he comes near you ? ' 

Ame» No, not at all. — Oh, yes — once. 

[Recolleoting herself. 

Bar, Ah \ now it comes ! 

Ame, Once at a ball he trod on my foot ; and I was so 
afraid he should tread on me again. 

Bar. You put me out of patience. Hear roe, Amelia. 
[Slops shorti and speaks softer,] To see you happy is my 
wish. But matrimony without concord is like a duetto 
badly performed ; for that reason, nature, the great 
composer of all harmony, has ordained, that, when bodies 
are allied, hearts should be in perfect unison. However, 
I will send Mr. Anhalt to you 

Ame, [Much pleeised.] Do, papa. 

Bar, He shall explain to you my sentiments. [Crosses- 
to L*, rtfi^«.] A clergyman can do this better than— — 

Enter a Servant, h. 

Go directly to Mr. Anhalt ; tell him I shall be glad to see 
him for a quarter of an hour if he is not engaged. 

[Exit Servant, l. 

Ame, [CaUs after Mm,] Wish him a good morning from 
me. [Crosses to l. 

Bar, [Looking; at his watch.] *rhe Count is a tedious 
time dressing. — Have you breakfasted, Amelia t 

Ame, (l.) No, papa. 
[They sit down at table, L. c. to breal^ast, the Baron, R. 
Amelia, l. 

Bar, How is the vveather t Have you walked this 
morning ? 

Ame, Oh, yes — I was in the garden at five o'clock ; it 
is very fine. 

Bar, Then 1*11 go out shooting. I do not know in 
what other way to amuse my guest. 

Enter Count Cassel, r. 

Cou, Ah, my dear Colonel I Miss Wildenhaim, I kiss 
your hand. 

Bar, Good morning ; good morning I though it is late 
in the day, count In the country we should rise earlier. 

Cou. [Crosses to L.j It is Hebe herself, or Venus, 
or 
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Ame» Ha! ha! hal Who can help laughing at LIb 
nonsense 1 

Bar, IRaiker angry, "] Neither Venus nor Hebe/ but 
Amelia Wildenhaiin, if you please. 

IRises, and goes to the other table, r. o. 

Cou. [Siding down to brealtfastyCJ] You are beautiful, 
MisB Wildenhaim. — Upon my honour, I think bo* I 
have travelled, and seen much of the tvorld, and yet I 
can positively admire you. 

Ame. I am sorry I have not seen the world. 

Cou, Wherefore ? [Amelia hands the Count a eupqftea, 

Ame, Because I might then, perhaps, admire you. 

Cou. True ; — for I am an epitome of the world. In 
my travels I learnt delicacy in. Italy — (a little more 
cream)-~[Pu^« his cup over to jlme2ia.]-«-hauteur, in 
Spain— in France, enterprise^n Russia, prudence — 
in England, aincerity — in Scotland, frugality — (a little 
more sugar, if you please. Miss Wildenhaim) — in Ireland, 
hospitality — and in the wilds of America I learnt love. 

Ame, Is there any country where love is taught 7 

Cou, In all barbarous countries. But the whole 
system is exploded in places that are civilized. 

Ame, And what is substituted in its stead ? 

Cou. Intrigue. 

Ame, What a poor uncomfortable substitutef I 

Cou. There are other things — Song, dance^ the opera, 
and war. 

Bar, [At the table, a. c.} What are you talking of 
there? 

Coil. Of war, cplonel. 

Bar, [Rising,] Ay, we like to talk on what we don't 
understand. 

Cou. [Rising*"} Therefore, to a lady, I always speak 
of politics ; and to her father on love. 

Bar. [Comes forward, r. c] I believe, count, notwith- 
standing your sneer, I am still as much of a proficient 
in that art as yourself. 

Cou, [Comes forward, c*] I do not doubt it, my dear 
colonel, for you are a soldier ; and, since the days of 
Alexander, i^odver conquers men, is certain to over- 
€M)me women. 

Bar, An aohievement to animate a poltroon. 

Cou. And, I verily believe, gains more recruits than 
the king's pay. 

Bar, Now we are on the subject of arms, should you 
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like to go out' a shooting with ine for an hour before 
dinner ? 

Cou, Bravo, colonel ! A charming thought ! This 
will give me an opportunity to use my elegant gun : the 
butt is inlaid with mother-of-pearl. You cannot find 
better work, or better taste. — Even my coat-of-arms is 
engraved. 

Bar, But can you shoot ? 

Cou. That I have never tried — except with my eyes, 
at a fine woman. 

I Bar, I am not particular what game I pursue. — I have 
an old gun ; it does not look fine ; but I can always 
bring down my bird. 

Enter Servant, l. 

Ser, Mr. Anhalt begs leave 

Bar. Tell him to come in. — I shall be ready in a 
moment. ^Exit Servant, h- 

Cou, Who is Mr. Anhalt? 

Ame. [Rising, coming down, L.] Oh, a very good man. 

[With warmth, 

Cou. A good man I In Italy, that means a religious 
man ; in France, it means a cheerful man ; in Spain, 
it means a wise man ; and in England, it means a rich 
man.^Which good man of all these is Mr. Anhalt ? 

Ame, A good man in every country except England. 

Cou. And give me the English good man before that of 
any other nation. 

Bar. And of what nation -would you prefer your good 
woman to be, count ? 

Cou, Of Germany. ^ IBounng to Amelia, 

Ame. In compliment to me 7 

Co». Injustice to my own judgment. 

Bar. Certainly. For have we not an instance of one 
German woman, who possesses every virtue that orna- 
ments the whole sex ; whether as a woman of illustrious 
rank, or in the more exalted character of a wife and a 
mother ? 

Enter Mr. Anhalt, l. n. e. 

Anh. I come by. your command, baron — 
Bar. Quick, count. Get your elegant gun* I pass 
your apartments, and will soon call for you. 

Cou. I fly* — Beautiful Amelia, it is a sacrifice 1 make 
to your father, that I leave for a few hoyrs his amiable 
daughter. lEsat, s. 
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Bar. My dear Amelia, I think it scarcely necessary to 
speak to Mr. Anhalt, or that he should speak to you on 
tue subject of the count ; but, as he. is here, leave us 
alone. 

Ame. [As she retirea.J Good morning, Mr. Anhalt.-* 
I hope yon are very vf ell. ^Exit, l. 

Bar. (c.) 1*11 tell you in a few words why I sent for 
you. Count Cassel is here, and wishes to marry my 
daughter. 

Anh. (l.) [Muck concerned,'] Really ! 
t Bar. He is — he — in a word, I don't like him. 

Anh, IWith emotion,] And Miss Wildenhaim-^ 

Bar. I shall not command, neither persuade her to the 
marriage— I know too well the fatal influence of parents 
on such a subject. Objections, to be sure, if they could 
be removed— but when you find a man's head without 
brains, and his bosom without a heart, these are im- 
portant articles to supply. Young as you are, Anhalt, 
J know no one so able to restore, or to bestow those 
Hessings on his fellow creatures, as you. \_Anhaltbow8,'} 
The count wants a little of my daughter*s simplicity and 
sensibility. Take him under your care while he is 
here, and make him something like yourself. You have 
succeeded to my wish in the education of my daughter. 
Form the count after your own manner. I shall th^n 
have what I have sighed for all. my life — a son. 

Anh. With your permission, Baron, I will psesume to 
ask one question. What remains to interest you in 
favour of a man whose head and heart are good for 
nothing? 

Bar. Birth and fortune. Yet, if I thought my daugh- 
^r absolutely disliked him, or that she loved another, I 
would not thwart a first affection ; no, for the vrorld I 
would not. [^Sighing.] But that Iter affections are al- 
ready bestowed is not probable. 

Anh. Are you of opinion that she will never foil in 
love ? 

Bar. Oh, no ! I am of opinion that no woman ever 
arrived. at the age of twenty without that misfortune.—^ 
But this is another subject. — Go to Amelia, explain to 
her the duties of a wife, and of a mother — If she com- 
prehends them as she ought, then ask her if she thinks 
she could fulfil those duties as- the wife of Count Cassel. 

Anh. I will— But— I — Miss Wildenhaim — [Confused,] 
I— I shall — I — I shall obey your commands. 
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Bar, Do so. f Gives a deep ^igh,"] Ah! so far this 
weight is removed ; but there lie^still a heavier next my 
heart. You understand xne. — How is it, Mr. Anhalt? 
Have you not yet been able to make any discoveries on 
that unfortunate subject ? 

Anb. I have taken infinite pains; but in vain. No 
such person is to be found. 

' Bar. Believe me, this burden presses on my thoughts 
so much, that many nights I go without sleep. A man 
is sometimes tempted to commit such depravity when 
young — Oh, Anhsdt ! had I, in my youth, had you for a 
tutor ; but I had no instructor but my passions ; no go- 
vernor but my own wiil. {.Bxity R. 

Ank, This commission of the baron^s, in respect to hia 
daughter — I am — [JLooiw -a&Mtf .] If I should meet her 
now, I cannot—*! must recover myself first, and then 
prepare. A walk in the fields, and a fervent prayer.— 
After these, I trust, I shall return as a man whose 
views are sdiely placed on a futuve world ; all hopes in 
jthis with fortitude resigned. [J£a?i<i l» 

END OF ACT II. 



ACT HI. 

SC£N£ l.'-An Open FieU. 

Enter VRETtEViiCKf h., with a few pieces qf moneys which he 
turns dbout in his hondSf as he advances to the front of the 
stage, L. 

JFVe. To retunn with this trifle, for which I have 
stooped to beg! return to see my mother dying! I 
would rather fly to the world's end. [Looking at th^ 
tttoney,'] What can I buy wilh this ? Jt is hardly enough 
to pay for the nails that will be wanted for her coffia. 
My great anxiety Will drive me io distraction, ilow- 
ever, let the consequence of our affliction be what it i^y^ 
all will fall upon my father's head ; and may he pant 
for Heaven's forgiveness as my poor mother — \_At a iKs- 
taneeis heard thi firing ufa gun^ then the cry rf htdho, 
haUoo— Gamekeepers and SportSfMn run across the stage 
from' L. u. E., and exeunt, r. u. e. — Frederick looks about,'] 
Here they come—- a nobleman, I suppose, or a man of foe- 
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tane. Yes, yes— and I if?il] once more beg for my mother. 
— May heaven send relief ! 

Enter the Baron, u u. t.,ffoUowed slowly by the Codnt — 

The Baron stops* 

B4tt» Quick, qaick, count! Aye, aye, that was a 
blunder, indeed. Oon't you see the dogs ? There they 
run— they have lost the scent. 

[Exit Baron, looking after the dogs, r. u. e. 

Cou. So mnch the better, colonel, for I must take a 
little breath. 

IComing doim. R. c. — He leans on his gun^— Frederick 
goes up to him with great modesty, 

Fre». (c.) Gentleman, I beg you will bestow, from your 
superfluous wants, something to relieve the pain, and 
nourish the weak frame, of an expiring woman. 

The Baron re-entersy r. s. e. 

Cou» What police is here! that a nobleman's amuse- 
ments should be interrupted by the attack of vagrants. 

Fre. \To the jBaron.] Have pity, noble sir, and re« 
lieve the distress of an unfortunate son, who supplicates 
for his dying mother. 

Bar, [TeJcing out his purse,^ I think, young soldier, it 
would be better if you were with your regiment on duty^ 
instead of begging. 

Fre, I would with all my heart : but at this present 
moment my sorrows are too great. — IBaron gives some' 
thing,^ I entreat your pardon. What you have been so 
good as to give me, is not enough. 

Bar* ISurprisedf c] Not enough t 

Fre. (l. c.) No, it is not enough. 
. Cou, (r. c.) The most singular beggar I ever met in all 
my travels. 

Fre. If you have a charitable heart, give me one 
dollar. 

Bar. This is the first time I was ever dictated to by 
a beggar what to>give him. 

Fre. With one dollar you will save a distracted man. 

Bar. I don't choose to give any more. Count, go on. 

[^Exit County L., and as the Baron turns to follow him, 
Frederick seizes him by the breast^ and draws his 
sword, L. c. 

Fre, Your purse^ or your life. 

c2 



28 lovebb' vows. [act III. 

Bar. ^CdlUng,'] Here ! here ! seize and secure him. 

ISome of the Gamekeepers, hearing the baron call out, 
run on from R. u. e., cross the stage to L. c, lay hold 
of Frederick^ and disarm him, ' 
! Fre. .(i- c.) lD(jected»'\ What have I done ! 

Bar.'(L.) Take him to the castle, and confine him in 
one of the towers. I shall follow you immediately. 

Fre. One favoar I have to beg, one favour only.— 
I know that I am guilty, and am ready to receive the 
punishment >my crime deserves. But I have a mother 
who is expiring for want, — pity her, if you cannot pity 
me — bestow on her relief. If yon will send to yonder 
hut, you will find that I do not impose on you a false- 
hood. For her it was I drew my sword — for her I am 
ready to die. 

Bar. Take him away, and imprison him where I told 
you. [Crosses to front of stagCy a. 

Frl. [As he is forced off."] Woe to that man to whom I 
owe my. birth ! [Exit, with Gamekeepers, L* 

Bar. [Calls another Keeper."] Here, Frank, run direct- 
ly to yonder hamlet; inquire in the first, second, and 
third cottage for a poor sick woman — and if you really 
find such a person, give her this purse. 

[Gamekeeper takes the purse, and exit, L. u. e. 

Bar. A most extraordinary event ! And what a well- 
looking youth ; something in his countenance and ad- 
dress which struck me inconceivably ! If it is trae that 
he begged for his mother — ^but if he did — for the attempt 
upon my life he must die. Vice is never half so danger- 
ous as when it assumes the garb of morality. [ExU, L. 

SCENE II.— ji Room in the Castle.-^Four chatrs. 

Enter Amelia, l. 

Ame. (c.j Why am I so uneasy, so peevish ; who has 
offended me ? I did not mean to come into this room. 
In the garden I intended to go. [Going, L. turns back.J 
No, I will not — yes, I will— just go and look if my au- 
riculas are still in blossom, and if the apple-tree ia 
grown which Mr. Anhalt planted. I feel very low-spi- 
rited — something must be the matter — Why do I cry ? 
— Am I not well ? 

Enter Ma. Anhalt, 4.. 

Ah ! good morning, my dear sir — Mr. Anhalt, I meant 
to say. — I, beg pardon. 
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Anh. Never mind, Miss WUdenbaim— I don't dislike 
to hear you call me as you did. 
Ante. In earnest ! 

Anh. Really. You have been crying. May I know 
the reason ? The loss of your mother, still 7-— 
Ame* No ; I have left off crying for her. 

Anh. I beg pardon if I have come at an improper 
hour ; but I wait upon you by the commands of your fa- 
ther. 

Ame. You are welcome at all hours. My father has 
more^than once told me, that he who forms -my mind, I 
should always consider as my greatest benefactor. 
\_Looking down,'] And my heart tells me the same. 

Anh. I think myself amply rewarded by the good 
opinion you have of 'me. 

Ame* When I remember what trouble I have some- 
times given you, I cannot be too grateful. 

Anh, [To Mmsdf,'] Oh, heavens I [To Amelia'] Ir-I 
come from your father with a commission. — If you 
please^we will sit down, [if « phcea chairs, c, in fronts 
and they sUy Amelia, R.^ Anhdlt, l.] Count Cassel is ar- 
rived. 

Ame, Yes, T know. ' 

Anh, And do you know for what reason ? 

Ame, He wishes to marry me. 

Anh, Does he ? [Hastily,] But, believe me, the baron 
will not persuade you. No, I&m sure he will not; 

Ame, I know that. 

Anh, He wishes that I should ascertain whether you 
have an inclination^- 

Ame, For the count, or for matrimony, do you mean 7 

Anh, For matrimony. 

Ame, All things that I don't know, and don't under- 
stand, are quite indifferent to me. 

Anh, For that very reason I am sent to you to explain 
the good and the bad of which matrimony is composed. 

Ame. Then I beg first to be acquainted with the good. 

Anh, When two sympathetic hearts meet in the mar- 
riage state, matrimony may be called a happy life. 
When such a wedded pair find thorns in their path, 
each will be eager, for the sake .of the other, to tear 
them from the root. Where they have to mount hills, 
or wind a labyrinth, the most experienced will lead the 
way, and be a guide to his companion. Patience and 
love will accoippany them in their journey, while me- 

c3 
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lancholy and discord they leave far behind. Hand in 
band they pass on from morning till evening, through 
their summer's day, till the night of age draws on, and 
the sleep of death overtakes the one. The otlrery 
weeping and mourning, yet looks forward to the bright 
region where he shall meet his still surviving partner 
among trees and flowers, which themselves have planted 
in the fields of eternal verdure. 

Ame\ Oh, you may tell my father I'll marry. [AMtM^.] 

Ank, [Bising\ This picture is pleasing ; but I must 
beg yon not to forget that there is another on the same 
subject. When convenience, and fair appearance, 
joined to folly and ill humour, forge the fetters of matri- 
mony, they gall with their weight the married pair. 
Discontented with each other — at variance -in opinions 
^— their mutual aversion increases with the years they 
live together. They contend most where they should 
most united-torment where they should most soothe. In 
•this rugged way, choked with the weeds of suspicion, 
jealousy, anger, and hatred, they take their daily jour- 
ney till one of these also sleep in death. The other then 
lifts up his dejected head, and calls out in acclamations 
of joy — oh, liberty ! dear liberty I 

Ame. \ Dejected,'] I will not marry. 

Aiik, You mean to say you will not fall in love. 

Ame, Oh, no ! [Ashamed,'] I am in love. 

Anh. Are in love! [Starting,] And witb the count? 

Ame, I wish I was. 

Anh, Why so? 

Ame, Because he would, perhaps, love me again. 

Ank. \Warvdy,] Who is there that would not? ^ 

Ame, Would you? 

Aith, I— I — ^me — I — I am out of the question. 

Ame, No ; you are the very person to whom I have 
put the question. 

Anh, What do you mean? 

Ame, I am glad you don't understand me. I was 
afraid I had spoken too plain. [Looking down in cot\fusion, 

Anh, Understand youl As to that — I am not dull. 

Ame, I knovf^ you are not ; and, as you have for a long 
time instructed me, why should not I now begin to 
teach you ? 

Anh, Teach me what? 

Ame. Whatever I know and you don't. 

Anh, 1'here are some things I had rather never know. 
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Ame* So, you may remember, I said when you began to 
teach me mathematics. I said I had rather not know 
it ; but now I have learot it, it gives me a great deal of 
pleasure — and IHesitating'] perhaps, who can tell but 
that I might teach something as pleasant to yon as re- 
solving a problem is to me. 

Anh, Woman herself is a problem. 
: Ame» And I'll teach you to make her out. 

Anh. You teach ? 

Ame. Why not? None but a woman can teach the 
science of herself : and though I own I am very young, 
a young woman may be as agreeable for a tutoress as an 
old one. I am sure I always learnt faster from you than 
from tha old clergyman who taught me before you came. 

Ank. This is nothing to the subject. 

Ame. What is the subject? 

Ahh. Love. 

Ame. [Going up to himJ] Come, then, leach it me — 
teach it me as you taught me geography, languages, 
and other important things. 

Anh. [Tuming from her,"] Pshaw 1 

Ame. Ah ! you won't — ^you know you have already 
taught me that, and you won't begin again. 

Anh. You misconstrue — ypn misconceive every thing 
I say or do. The subject I came to you upon was mar- 
riage. 

Ame, A very proper subject for the man who has 
taught me love, and I accept tiie proposal* [^Courteotfing. 

Anh* Again you misconceive and confound me. 

Ame. Ay, I see how it iSy— you have no inclination to 
experience with me *' the good part of matrimony :*' I 
am not the female with whom you. would like to go 
^* hand in hand up hills, and through labyrinths*' — with 
whom you would like to ^ root up thorns ; and with 
whom you would delight to plant lilies and roses." 
No ; you had rather call out, — *< Oh, liberty ! dear li- 
berty !" 

Ahh. Why do you force from me what it is villanous 
to own ? — I love you more than life.— Oh, Amelia ! had 
we lived in those golden times which the poets picture, 
no one but you— But, as the world is changed, your 
birth and fortune make — Our union is impossible— To 
preserve the character, and, more, the feelings of an 
honest man, I would not marry you without the consent 
of your father ; and could I, dare I, propose it to him? 
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Ame, He has commanded me never to conceal or dis- 

.. guise the truth. I will propose it to him. The subject 

of the count will force me to speak plainly, and this 

will be the most proper time, while he can compare the 

merit of you both. 

Anh, I conjure you not to think of exposing yorrself 
and me to his resentment. 

Ame. It is m- -father's will that I should marry— it is 
my father's wish to see roe happy.— If, then, you love 
me as you say, I will marry, and will be happy — but 
only with you. I will tell him this. At first he will 
start — then grow angry — then be in a passion. In his 
passion he will call me " undutiful :" but he will soon 
recollect himself, and resume his usual smiles, paying, 
** Well, well, if he love you, and you love him, in the 
name of heaven, let it be."— Then I shall hug him round 
the neck,, kiss his hands, run away from him, and fly. to 
you ; it will soon be known that I am your bride, the 
-Whole ^-illage will come to wish me joy, and heaven's 
blessing will follow* 

£nf^r Verdun, the Butler^ t. ; he comes forward to c, be- 
tween Amelia and Anhalt. 

Ame. (r. c.) [Disc&ntented,'] Ah I isiliyou? 

But. (c.) Without vanity, I have taken ;the liberty to 
enter this apartment the moment the good news reached 
my ears. 

Ame, What news i 

But, Pardon an old servant, your father's old butler, 
gracious lady, who has had the honour to carry the 
baron in his arms— and afterwards, with humble submis- 
sion. to receive many a box o* the ear from you-— if he 
thinks it bis duty to make his congratulations with due 
reverence on this happy day, and to join with the 
muses in harmonious tunes on the lyre. 

Ame, Oh ! my good butler, I am not in a humour to 
listen to the muses and your lyre. 

But, There has never been a birth-day, nor wedding- 
day, nor christening-day, celebrated in your family, in 
which I have not joined with the muses in full chorus. 
In forty-six years, three hundred and ninety-seven con- 
gratulations on different occasions have dropped from 
my pen. To-day, the three hundred and ninety-eighth 
is coming forth ; for heaven has protected our noble 
master, who has been in great danger. 
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Ante. Danger! My father in danger! What do, yoa 
mean ? . 

^tt^ One of the gamekeepers has returned to inform 
the whole castle of a base and knavish trick, of which 
the world will talk, and my poetry hand down to posterity . 

Ame. What, what is all this ? 

But, The baron, my lord and master, in company 
with the strange coant, had not been gone a mile beyond 
the lawn, when one of them— 
, Ame. What happened ? Speak, for heaven's sake ! 

But My verse shall tell yon. 

Ame. No, no ; tell us in prose. 

Anh. Yes, in prose. 

But, Ah, you have neither of you ever been in love, 
or you would prefer poetry to prose. But excuse 
IPuUs out a paper'\ the haste in which it was written. I 
heard the news in the fields — always have paper and a 
pencil about me, and composed the whole forty lines 
crossing the meadows and the pa^k in my way home. 



IReads.^ 



Ohy muse, ascend the forked mount ^ 

And lofty strains prepare^. 
About a baron and a count. 

Who went to hunt the hare. 

The hare she ran with utmost speed, 
And sad and anxious looks, 

Because the furious hounds, indeed, 
Were near to her, gadzooks. 

At length the count and baron bold 
Their footsteps homeward bended ; 

For why, because, as you were told. 
The hunting it was ended. 

Before them straight a youth appears. 
Who made a piteous pother. 

And told a tale, with many tears, 
About his dying mother. 

The youth was in severe distress. 
And seemed as he had spent aU, 

He looked a soldier by his dress, 
For that was regimental. ' 

The baron's heart was full of i^th, 
And from his eye fell brine Of 

And soon he gave the mournful youth 
A little ready rhino. 
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He gave a shUliii^y ai I live , 

Which sure teas mighty tvell; 
But to some people if you give 

An inch — thei/U take an eiL 

The youth then drew his martial knife, 

And seized the baron* s collar, — 
He kwore he'd have the baroWs life, * 

Or else another dollar. 

Then did the baron, in a fume ^ 

Soon raise a mighty din, 
Whereon came butter, huntsman, groom. 

And eke the whipper-in. 

Mangre this young man's warlike coat. 

They bore him off to prison ; 
And held so strongly by his throat, 

And almost stopped his whizzen. 

Soon may a neckdoth called a rope 

Of robbing cure this e{f; 
^ so, rtl write, without a trope, 

His dyirig speech myself. 

And, had the baron chanced to die. 

Oh I gri^ to all the nation, 
I must have made an ehgy, 

And not this fine narration. 

Moral. 

Henceforth let those who aU hate spent. 

And would by begging live. 
Take warning here, and be content 

With what folks choose to give. 

Amen Your muse, Mr. Bntlor, is in a very inventive 
liumour tliis morning. 

Anh. And your tale too improbable even for fiction. 

But. Improbable ! It's a real fact. 

Ame. What, a robber ia our grounds at noon-day t 
Very likely, indeed ! 

But. I don't say it was likely — I only say it*s true. 

Anh. No, no, Mr. Verdun, we find no fault with yoor 
poetry : but don't attempt to impose it on us for truth. 

Ame. Poets are allowed to speak falsehood, and we 
forgive yours. 

But. I won't be forgiven, for I speak the truth. [Look- 
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tng to L.] And here the robber comes, in custody, to 
prove my words [Goings l. repeating,] 

. " Soon may a neckcloth called a rope 
Of robbing cure this elf; 
JfsOy ru write, without a trope, 
His dying speech myself, ^^ \Exii, L. 

Ame, Look ! as I live, so he does— th^y come nearer ; — 
he's a young man, and has something interesting in his 
figure. An honest countenance, with grief and sorrow 
in his face. No, he is no robber — I pity him ! Oh ! 
loDk bow the keepers drag him unmercifully into tlie 
tjaweur?— Now they lock it — Oh ! how that ppor unfortu- 
nate man must feel 1 

Anh, [Aside,] Hardly worse than I do. 

Enter the Baron, l. 

Am/e%*\Ru%s up to Aim.] A thousand congratulations, 
my dear papa. 

Bar, (l.) For hearen's fake, spare, your congratula* 
tions. The old butler, in coming up stairs, has already 
overwhelmed me with them* 

XnA. ("r.) Then, it is true, my lord t I could hardly 
believe tiie old man* 

Aim, (o.) And the young prisoner, with all his honest 
looks, is a robber ? 

Bar, He is ; but I verily beljave for the first and last 
time. A most extraordinary event, Mr. AQhalt This 
young man begged ; then drew bis sword upon me ; but 
he trembled so when he seized me by the breast, a child 
might have overpowered him. I almost wish he had 
made his escape' — this adventure may cost him his life, 
and I might have preserved it with one dollar ; but now 
to save him would set a bad example. 

Am£, Oh, no ! my lord, have pity on him 1 Plead for 
him, Mr. Anhalt. 

BOf*. Amelia, have you had any conversation with Mr. 
Anhalt? 

Ame, Yes, my lord. 

Bar, Respecting matrimony ! 

Ame, Yes ; and I have told him 

Anh, [Very hastUy.] According to your commands, 
Baron 

Ame, But he has conjured- me 

Anh, I have endeavoured, my Iprd* to find out— ~- 
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Ame, Yet, I am sore, dear papa, your affection forme — . 

Anh, You virish to say something to me in your closet, 
my lord ? 

Bar, tVhat the devil is all this conversation? You 
will not let one another speak — I don't und^er^tand either 
of you. 

Ame. Dear father, have you not promised you will not 
thwart my affections when I marry, but saffer me to 
follow their dictates ? 

Bar, Certainly. 

Ame. Do you hear, Mr. Anhalt ? 

Anh, I beg pardon — I have a person who is waiting^ 
for me — I am obliged to retire. - [Exit, in cofifusioUy r. 

Bar, [Crosses to r. ojid caUs c/ter Aim.] I shall expect 
you in my closet. I am going there immediately. 

^ [^Retiring towards r. 

Ame,. (l.) Pray, my lord, stop a few minutes longer : 
I liaye something of great importance to. say to you. 

Bar, (r.) Something of importance ! to plead for the- 
young man, I supposel But that's a subject I must not 
listen to. [£xtt, r. 

Ame, I wish to plead for two young men — For one, 
that he may be let out of prison ; for the other, that he 
may be made a prisoner for life. [Looks out, l.] The 
tower is still locked « How dismal it must be to be 
shut up in such a place ! and perhaps — [CaUs, l.]^ 
Butler! Butler! come this -^ay. I wish to sp^dc to 
you. This young man has risked his life for his mother, 
and that accounts for the interest I take in his misfortunes. 

Enter the Butler, l. 

Pray have you carried any thing to the prisoner to eat ? 

But, Yes. 

Ame, What was it? 

But, (l.)- Some fine .black bread,, and water as clear 
as crystal. 

' Ame, (c.) Are you not ashamed ? Even my father 
pities him. Go directly down to the kitchen, and desire 
the cook to give you something good and comfortable ; 
and then go into the cellar for a bottle^of wine. 

J3tti. Good and comfortable, indeed I 

Ame. 'And carry both to the tow^. 

But, I am willing at any time, dear lady, to obey 
your orders; but, on* this occasion, the prisoner's food 
must remain bread and water — It is the baron's paHitu- 
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lar command. 

Ame, Ah! My father was in the height of passion 
when he gave it. 

BuL Whatsoever his passion might be, it is the daty 
of a true and honest dependant to obej his lord's man- 
dates. I will not suffer a servant in this house, nor will 
I myself give the young man any thing except bread and 
water. But I'll tell you what I'll do ; I'll read my 
verses to him. 

Ame. Give me the key of the cellar— I'll go myself. 

[Crosses to L. 

But. [Gwes the key J] And there's my verses — [Taking 
them from his pocket."} Carry them with yon, they may 
comfort him as much as the wine. 

[She throws them down^^Exit Amelia, t. 
' But. [In amazement.} Not take them ! Refuse to tak« 
them ! — 

[He lifts them from the floor with the utmost respect 

— KeadS'^ 

** I must have made an elegy , 
And not this fine narration:* [Exit^ L. 

END OF ACT III. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— ^ Prison'in one ofihe Towers of the Castle; 
a table at the back of the stage, c. 

Frederick alone, seated^ r. 

Fre. How a few moments destroy the happiness of 
man ! When I, this morning, set out from my inn, and 
saw the san rise, I sung with joy. [Rises.'] Flattered 
with the hope of seeing my mother, I formed a scheme 
how I would with joy surprise her. But, farewell all 
pleasant prospects — I ^return to my native country, and 
the first object I behold is my dying parent ; my first 
lodging a prison ; and my next walk will perhaps be— 
Oh, merciful providence ! have I deserved all this ? 

Enter Amelia, l. d. f., with a small basket, covered with a 
napkin. — She speaks to some one without. 

Ame. Wait there, Francis — I shall soon be back. 

Fre. (r.) [Hearing the door open, and turning round.} 
Who's there? 
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Ame, Yoa mast be both hungry and thirsty, I fear. 

Pre, Oh, no ! neither. 

Ame, Here's a bottle of wine, and something to eat. 
[Places the basket on the table at the back of stage, c] V 
have often heard my father say that wine is qaite a eor- 
dial to the heart. 

Fre, A thousand tbanka, dear stranger. Ah ! could 
I prevail on you to have it sent to my mother, who is 
upon her death-bed, under the roof of an honest peasant 
called Hubert ! Take it hence, my kind benefactress, 
and save my mother. ) 

Ame, But first assure me. that you did not intend to 
murder my father. 

Fre. Your father ! Heaven forbid — I meant but to 
preserve her life who gave me mine. — Murder your 
father ! No, no — I hope not 

Ame, And I thought not — or, if you had murdered, 
any one, you had better have killed the count ; nobody- 
would have missed him. 

Fre. Who, may I inquire, were those gentlemen whom 
I hoped to frighten into charity. 

Ame. Ay, if you only intended to frighten them, the 
count was the very person for your purpose. But you 
caught hold of the other gentleman. — And could you 
hope to intimidate ~Baron Wildenhaim ? 

Fre, Baron Wildenhaim {—-Almighty powers ! 

Ame. What's the matter ? 

Fre. The man to whose breast I held my sv^rd— r 

^Trembling', 

Ame. Was Baron Wildenhaim — the owner of this es- 
tate — my father ! 

Fre. [With the greatest emotion.'] My father I 

Ame. Good heaven, how h£ looks ! 1 am afraid he's 
mad. Here ! Francis, Francis 1 [Eocit, l. d. r.y calling, 

Fre, [AU agitation.^ My father ! Eternal Judge ! 
thou dost not slumber ! The man, against whom I drew 
my sword this day, was my father ! One moment 
longer, and, provoked, I might have been the murderer 
of my father ! My hair stands on end ! My eyes are 
clouded ! I cannot see any tbing before me ! [Sinks down 
. ■ on a chair.] If providencce had ordained that I should 
give the fatal blow, who would have been most in fault i 
— I dare not pronoupce — [After a pause.] — That benevo- 
lent young female who left me just now, is, then^ my 
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sistei'— and I suppose that fop who accoinpanled my 
father 

Enter Mr..Anhalt, l. d. p. 

Welcome, sir ! (r.) By your dress, you are of the church, 
and consequently a messenger ^of comfort. You aire 
most welcome, sir. 

Anh, (l.) I wish to bring comfort, and avoid up- 
braid ings ; for your own conscience will reproach you 
more than the voice of a preacher. From the sensibility 
of your countenance, together with a language and ad- 
dress superior to the vulgar, it appears, young man, you 
have had an education which should have preserved y oil 
from a state like this. 

Fre* My education I owe to my toother. Filial lovej 
in return, has' plunged me into the . state you see. 'A 
civil magistrate will condemn according to the law— a 
priest, in judgment, is not to consider the act itself, but 
the impulse which led to the act. 
* Anh, I shall judge with all the lenity my religion 
dictates : and you are the prisoner of a nobleman who 
compassionates you for the affection which you bear 
towards your mother; for he has sent to the village 
where you directed him, and has found the account you 
gave relating to her true. With this impression in your 
favour, it is my advice, that you endeavour to see and 
supplicate the baron for your release from prison, and 
all the peril of his justice. 

Fre. [Starting J] I — I see the baron ! I! — I supplicate 
for my deliverance. Will you favour me with his name t 
Is it not Baron — 

Anh, Baron Wildenhaim. 

Fre. Baron Wildenhaim ! He lived formerly in Al- 
sace ? 

Anh. The same. About a year after the death of his 
wife he l^ft Alsace ; and arrived here a few weeks ago 
to take "possession of this his paternal estate. 

Fre, So ! his wife is dead ; and that generous young 
lady who came to my prison just now is his daughter ? 

Anh. Miss Wildenhaim, his daughter. 

Fre. And that young gentleman I saw with him this 
morning is his son 7 

Anh, He has no son. 

Fre, [Hcistily.] Oh, yes, he has — IRecolUcting hitnself*^ 
I mean him tliat was out shooting to-day. 

d2 
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Anh; He is not his son. 

Fre. [To himself,'] Thank heaven ! 

Anh, He is only a visitor, 

Fre. I thank you for this information ; and, if you will 
undertake to procure me a private interview with Baron 
Wildenhaim— * 

Anh, Why private? However, I will venture to take 
you for a sl^ort time from this place, and introduce you ; 
depending pn your innocence, or your repentance— on 
his conviction in your favour, or bis mercy towards your 
guilt. Follow me. [Exit, h,D,F. 

Fre, [Following.] I have beheld an affectionate parent 
in deep adversity. Why should I tremble thus ? — Why 
doubt my fortitude in the presence of an unnatural 
parent in prosperity 1 [Exit, u i>* f. 

SCENE II. — A jRoom in the Castles-Stable and two chairs* 
Enter Baron Wildenhaim anil Amelia, r. 

Bar, L hope you judge more favourably of Count 
Cassers understanding since the private interview you 
have had with him. Confess to me the exact effect of 
the long conference between you. 

Ame, (r.) To make me hate him« 

Bar, (c.^ What has he done ? 

Ame. On ! told me of such barbarous deeds he has 
committed. 

Bar. What deeds ? 

Ame, Made vows of love to so many women, that, on 
his marriage with me, a hundred female hearts will at 
least be broken. 

Bar, Pshaw I do you believe him ? 

Atne, Suppose I do not ; is it to his honour that I 
helieve he tells a falsehood 7 

Bar. He is mistaken merely. 

Ame, Indeed, my lord, in one respect I am sure he 
speaks truth. For our old butler told my waiting-maid 
of a poor young creature who has been deceived, undone ; 
and she and her whole family involved in shame and 
sorrow by his perfidy. 

Bar, Are you sure the butler said this ? 

Ame, See him, and ask him. He knows the whole 
story, — indeed he does ; the names of the personS| and 
every circumstance. 

Bar, Desire he may be sent to me. 
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t * 

Ame. [Goes to the door and caUs."] Order old Verdun 
to come to the baron directly. 

Bar, I know tale-^bearers are apt to be erroneous. 1*11 
hear from himself the account you spe^ak of. 

~Ame, I belieTe It is in verse. 

Bar. [Angry, "} In verse ! ' 

Ame, But then, indeed, it's true. 

Enter Bdtler, l, 

Ame, (c.) Verdun, pray have yon not some true 
poetry t 

But, (l. c.) All my poetry is true — and, so far, better 
than some people's prose. 

Bar, (R. c.) But I v\rant prose on this occasion, and 
command you to give me nothing else. [Butler bows.} 
Have you heard of an engagement which Count Cassel 
is under to any other woman than my daughter? 

But. I am to tell your honour in prose J [Crosses to c. 

Bar, Certainly. [Butler appears uneasy and loth to 
speak.^ Amelia, he does not like to divulge v^hat he 
knows in the presence of a third person — leave the 
room. [Exit Amelia, L. 

But, No, no — that did not cause my reluctance to 
speak. 

Bar, (r,) What then ? 

But, Your not allowing me to speak in verse — for 
here is the poetic poem. [Holding up a papers- 

Bar, How dare you pretend to contend with my will 7 
Tell me in plain language all you knbw on the subject 
I have named. ^ 

But. Well then, my lord, if you must have the account 
in quiet prose, thus it was — Phoebus, one. morning, rose 
in the east, and having handed in the lon^-expected day, 
he called up his brother Hymen — 

Bar, Have done with your rhapsody. 

But* Ay ; I knew you'd like it best in Verse— 

[Reads, 
Tlure lived a hdy in this land. 

Whose charms the heart made tingle ; 
At church she' had not given her handy 
And ther^ore stiU was single. 

Bar, Keep to prose. 

But, I will, my lord ; hut I have repeated it so often 

Da 
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fii verse | scarce know how^ — Coant Cassel, itafluenced 
by the designs of Capid in his very worst humonr, — 

Count X!a$»el woo'd thU maid 90 rarg, 

And in her eye found grace ; 
And if his purpose was not fair — 

Bar. No verse. 
But, It probably was base. 

I beg your pardon,niy lord ; but the verse will intrude, 
in spite of my efforts to forget it. 'Tis as difficult for me 
at times to forget, as *tis for other men at times to remem. 
ber. But, in plain truth, my lord, the count was trea- 
cherous^ cruel, forsworn. 

Bar, I am astonished ! ^Takesa chair and sits. 

But, And would be more so if you would listen to the 
whole poem. [Most earnestly, "] Pray, my lord, listen to it. 
Bar, You know the family ? All the parties ? 
But, I will bring the father of the damsel to prove the*, 
veracity of my muse. His name is Baden — poor old 
man! [Reads,] 

The sire consents to bUss the potr, 

And names the nuptial day, 
Wheny h! the bridegroom was not there, 
Because lie was away. 

Bar, But tell me — had the father his daughter's inno- 
cence to deplore ? 

. But, Ah ! my lord ! ah ! and you must hear that part 
in rhyme. Loss'of innocence never sounds well except 
in verse. [Reads*'] 

For^ ah / the very night btfore^ 

No prudent guard upon her, 
The count he gave her oaths a score, 
And took in change her honour, [Baron rises. 

Moral. 

Then you, who now lead single Uves, 

From this sad tale beware ; 
And do not act as you were wives, 

Before you reaUy are. 

Enter Coont Cassel, l. 
Bark [To the Butler,] LeaTe the room instantly. * 
Cou, Yes, good Mr. Family Poet^ leave the room, and 
take your doggrels with you. 



t 
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But. Don't affront my poem^ your honour ; for I am 
indebted to you for the plot. [Cro«se« to u 

The amnt he. gave her oaths a score. 

And took in change her honour, lExit Butler, l. 

. Bar, (r.^ Count, you see me agitated. 
Cou, (l.) What can be the cause ? 
Bar. I'll not keep you in doubt a moment. You are 
accused, young man, of being engaged to another woman, 
while you offer marriage to my child. 
Cou, To only one other woman 1 
Bar, What do you mean? 

^ Cou, My meaning is, that when a man is young and 
rich, has travelled, and is no personal object of disap- 
probation!— -to have made vows but to one woman is an 
absolute slight upon the rest of the sex. i 

Bar, Wi&out evasion, sir, do yon know the name of 
Baden 7 Was there ever a promise of marriage made by 
you to his daughter ? Answer me plainly -, or must I 
take a journey to inquire of the father. 

Cou, No — he can tell yon no more than, I dare say, 
you already know ! and which I shall not contradict. 

Bar, Amazing insensibility ! And can you hold your 
head erect while you acknowledge perfidy ? 

Cou, My dear baron, — ^if every man who deserves to 
have a charge such as this brought against him, was not 
permitted to look up, it is a doubt whom we might not 
meet crawling on all fours. 

IHe accidentally taps the Baron's shotUder, 
Bar, [Starts — recollects htmself-^then in a faltering 
voice,"] Yet — nevertheless — ^the act is so atrocioufr"— 
Cou, But nothing new. 

Bar, [Famtly,'\ Yes— I hope— I hope it is new. 
Cou, What, did yon never meet with such a thing 
before ? 

Bar, [Agitated,] If I have — I pronounced the man 
who so offended — a villain. 

Cou, You are singularly scrui^nloos* I question if the 
man thought himself so. ^ 
Bar, Yes, he did. 
Cou, How do you know? 
Bar, [Hesitating,] I have heard him say so. 
Cou, But he ate, drank, and slept, I suppose ? 
Bar, [CoffyHd,] Perhaps he didt 
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Com* And was merry with his friends; and his friends 
as fond of him as ever ? 

Bar, Perhaps [Con/iwed.] — perhaps they were. 

Cou, And perhaps he now and then took upon him to 
lecture young men for their gallantries 7 

Bar, Perhaps he did. 

Cou, Why, then, after all, baron, your villain is a 
mighty good, prudent, honest fellow, and I liave no ob- 
jection to your giving me that name. 

Bar, But do you not think of some atonement to the 
unfortunate girl ? 

Cou, Did your villain atone ? 

Bar, No : when his reason was matured, he wished 
to make some recompense, but his endeavours were too 
•late. 

Cou, I will follow his example, and wait till my 
reason is matured, before I think myself competent ta 
determine what t» do. 

Bar. And till that time I defer your marriage with my 
daughter. 

Cou, Would you delay her happiness so long 7 Why, 
my dear baron, considering the fashionable life I lead, 
it may be these ten years before my Judgmient arrives to 
its necessary standard. 

Bar, I have the head-ache, count : th^se tidings have 
discomposed, disordered me^I beg your absence for a 
few minutes. 

Cou. I obey — and let me assure you, my lord, that, 
although, from the extreme delicacy of your honour, 
you have ever through life shuddered ^t seduction, yet 
there are constitutions, and there are circumstances, in 
which it can be palliated. 

Bar. rFtoIeii%.] Never. 

Cou, Not in a grave, serious, reflecting man, such as 
you, I grant. Rut in a gay, lively, inconsiderate, 
flimsy, frivolous coxcomb, such as myself, it is excusa- 
ble : for me to keep my word to a woman would be de- 
ceit : 'tis not expected of me. It is my character to 
break oaths in love ; as it is in your nature, my lord, 
never to have spoken any thing but wisdom and truth. 

Bar, Could I have thought a creature so insignificant 
as that had power to excite sensations such as I feel at 
present I I am, indeed, worse than he is, as much as 
the crimes of a man exceed those of an ideot. 
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Enter Amelia, r» 

Ame, (r. 0.) I heard the count leave you, my lord, and 
so I am come to inquire 

Bar. (l. c.) [Sitting down and trying to compose him- 
self J] You are not to marry CoUnt Cassel — and' now 
mention his name to me no more. 

Ame, I won't, indeed I won't — for I hats his name. 
But thank you, my dear father, for this good news. 
[Drairs a chair ^ and sits on tlie opposite side of him — t^ter a' 
pause.] And who am I to marry 7 

Bar. [His head on his hand'] T can't tell. 
[Atnelia appears to have something on her mind which sht 

wishes to disclose, 

Ame, I never liked the count. 

Bar» Nor more did I, 

Ame, [After a pause,] I think love comes just as it 
pleases, without being asked. 

Bar, [In deep thoti^ht^ It does so. 

Ame, [After another pause,] And there are instances, 
where, perhaps, the object of love makes the passion 
meritorious. 

Bar, To be sure there are. 

Ame. For example, my affection for Mr. Anhalt aa 
my tutor. 

Bar. Right. 

Ame. [After another pause.] I should like to marry. 

[Sighing. 

Bar, So you shalU [^ pause,] It is proper for every 
body to marry. 

Ame, Why, then, does not Mr. Anhalt marry ?' 
; Bar, You must ask him that question yourself. 

Ame. I have. 

Bar, And what did he say ? * i 

Ame, Will you give me leave to tell you what he 
said? 

Bar, Certainly. 

Ame, And what I said to him ? 

Bar, Certainly. 

Ame, And won't you be angry ? 

Bar, Undoubtedly not. 

Ame, Why, then — you know you commanded me 
never to disguise or conceal the truth 

Bar. I did so. 
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Aim. Why, then he said-*- 

Bar, What did he say 7 

Ame, He said — he would not marry me without your 
consent for the world. 

Bar, [Starting from his chairJ] And pray, how came 
this, the subject of your conyersation ? 

Ame» [Rising.'] I brought it up. 
• Bar. [With surprise,} You brought it up! and what 
did you say ? 

Ame. I said, that birth and fortune were such old- 
fashioned things to me, I cared nothing about either : 
and that I had once heard my father declare he should 
consult my happiness in marrying me beyond any other 
consideration. 

Bar. I will once more repeat to you my sentiraenti). 
It is the custom in this country for the children of nobility 
to marry only with their equals ; but, as my daughter's 
content is more dear to me than an ancient custom, I 
- would bestow you on the first man I thought calculated 
^ to make you happy ; by this I do not mean to say that I 
should not be severely nice in the character of the man 
to whom I gave you ; and Mr. Anhalt, from his obliga- 
tions to me, and his high [sense of honour, thinks too 
nobly 

Ame. Would it not be noble to make the daughter of 
his benefactor happy ? 

Bar. But when that daughter ia a, chUd, and thinks 
like a child — 

Ame. No, indeed, p&pa, I begin to think very like a 
woman. Ask him if I don't. 

Bar. Ask him ! You feel gratitude for the instruc- 
tions you have received from him, and you fancy it 
love. 

Ame, Are there two gratitudes?. 

Bar, What do you mean? 

Ame. Because I feel gratitude to you; but that is 
very unlike the gratitude I feel towards him. 

Bar, Indeed ! 

Ame. Yes ; and then he feels another gratitude to- 
wards me. What's that ? 

Bar, Has he told you so ? 

Ame.' Yes. 

Bar. That was not right of him. 

Ame. Oh ! if you did but know how I surprised him ! 
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Bar, Surprised him ! 

Ame, He came to me by your command, to examine my 
heart respecting Count Cassel. J told him th^t I would 
fiever marry the couut. 

Bar, But him? 

Ame» Yes, him, 

Bar, Very fine, indeed ! And what was his answer? 

Ame. He talked of my rank in life; of my aunts and 
cousins ; of my grandfather, and great grandfather ; of 
his. duty to you ; and endeavoured to persuade me to 
think no more of him. 

Bar, He acted honestly. 

Ame, But not politely. 

Bar, No matter. ^ 

Ame, Dear father ! I shall never be able to love ano- 
thez^-^never be happy with any one else. 

[Throwing herself on her knees. 

Bar, Rise, I command you. 

As she rises, Enter Anhalt, l^ 

Anh, (l.) My lord, forgive me ! I have ventured on 
the privilege of my office, as a minister of holy charity, 
to bring the poor soldier, whom your justice has ar- 
rested, into the adjoining room ; and I presume to en- 
treat you will »dmit him to your presence, and hear his 
apology or supplication. 

Bar, (c.) Anhalt, you have done wrong. I pity the un- 
happy boy ; but you know I cannot, must not forgive him. 

Anh. I beseech you, then, my lord, to tell him so 
yourself. From your lips he may receive his doom with 
resignation. 

Ame, (r. c.) Oh, father ! See him and take pity on 
liim ; his sorrows have made him frantic. 

Bar, Leave the room, Amelia. [On her attempting to 
speakf he raises his voice,"] Instantly. [Eatit Amelia, r. 

Anh, He asked a private audience *, perhaps he has 
some confession to make that may relieve his mind, and 
may be requisite for you to hear. 

Bar, Well, bring him in — and do you wait in. the 
adjoining room till our conference is over. I must 
thep, sir, have a conference with you. 

[Takes a chair and sits, l, 

Anh, I shall obey your commands. 

[He goes to the door, l., and re-enters with Frederick, 
Anhalt then retires at the same door. 
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Bar, (r.) [Haughtily to Frederick,'] I know, young 
man,, yoa plead your mother's wants in excuse fOr an 
act of desperatiou : but, powerful as this plea might be 
in palliation of a fault, it cannot extenuate a crime like 
yours. 

Fre, (l. c) I have a plea for my conduct even more 
powerful than a mother^s wants. 

Bar, What's that? 

Fre, My father's cruelty. 

Bar, You have a father, then? 

Fre, I have, and a rich one — Nay, one thafs re- 
puted virtuous and honourable. A great man, possess- 
ing estates and patronage in abundance ; much esteemed 
at court, and beloved by his tenants; kind, benevolent, 
honest, generous — 

Bar, And with all those great qualities abandons 
you? 

Fre, He does, with all the qualities I mention. 

Bar, Your father may do right ; a dissipated, des- 
perate youth, whom kindness cannot draw from vicious 
habits, severity may. 

Fre, You arc mistaken— My father does not discard 
me for my vices — He does not know me— has never 
seen me — He abondoned me, even before I was bom. 

Bar, What do you say? 
. Fre, The tears of my mother are all that I Inherit 
from my father. Never has he protected or supported 
me — ^never protected her. 

Bar. Why don't yon apply to his relations T * 

Fre, They disown me, too ; I am, they say, related 
to no one. — All the world disclaim me, except my 
mother — and there again I have to thank my father. 

Bar, How so? 

Fre, Because I am an illegitimate son. My seduced 
mother has brought me up in patient miseiy. Indnstry 
6nabled her to give me an education ; but the days of 
my youth commenced witii hardships, sorrow, and dan- 
ger. My companions lived happy around me, and had 
a pleasing prospect in their view, while bread and 
water only were my food, and no hopes joined to sweeten 
it. But my father felt not that ! 

Bar, [To hiauelf,] He touches my heart 

Fre, After five years' absence from my mother, I re- 
turned this very day, and found her dying in the streets 
for want— not even a hut to shelter her, or a pallet of 



SCENE II.] LOyBRft'VOW»» 49 

Straw— 'But my father feels not that t [SarcasticaUff,'] He 
lives in a palace, sleeps on the softest down, enjoys all 
the luxuries of the great ; and, when he dies, a fune- 
ral sermon will praise his great benevolence, his christian 
charities* ' 

Bar, [^Greatly agUaied,'\ What is your father's name? 

[ffc rises. 

Fre, He took advantage of an Innocent young woman, 
gained her affection by f attery and false promises ; gave 
life to an unfortunate being, — ^who was on the point of 
murdering his father. 

Bar, \ Shuddering.^ Who is he ? 

Fre, IWith vehemence,'] Baron Wildenhaim I 
[The baron's emotion expresses his sense of amazement, 

guUt, shame, and horror, 

Fre, In this house did you rob my mother of her ho- 
nour ; and in this house I am a sacrifice for the crime. 
I am your prisoner— I will not be free — I am a robber — 
I give myself up. You shall deliver me into the hands 
of justice. You shall accompany me to the spot of public 
execution. You shall hear in vain the chaplain's cchiso- 
lation and injunctions. You shall find how I, in des- 
imir, vfilly to.&e last moment, call for retribution on my 
father. 

Bar, Stop ! Be pacified— 

Fre, And when you turn your head from my extended 
corse, you will behold my weeping mother.— Need I paint 
how ner eyes will greet you ? 
. Bar, Pesist— barbarian, savage, stop 1 

IFdUs int6 a chmr, n. c. 

Enter Anhalt, alarmed^ l, 

Anh, What do I hear f What is this T— Young toan, | 
hope you have not made a second attempt ? 

Fre, [Crosses U l.] Yes ; I have done what it was 
your place to do. I have made a sinner tremble* 

[P&ints to the baran^ and exit, l. 

Anh, What can this mean 7 — I do not comprehend — 
' Bar, He is my son !— -He is my son ! — Go, Anhalt ;-— 
advise me-^help me — Go to the poor woman his mother 
—He can show you tlu; way— «iake hast^— speed to 
protect her 

Anh, But what am I to 

Bar. Go— Your heart will tell yoif' how to act. 

^Exit Anhalt, u 

E 
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IBar. DUtractedly.l Who am I ? What am 1 7— Mad — 
raving — no — I Eave a son — a son ! The bravest — I will 
—I must— oh ! [With tenderness J] Why have I not em- 
braced him yet? llncreasing his voice,'] why not pressed 
him to my heart ? Ah ! see — [Looking after him,'] — He 
flies from the castle — Who's there 7 Where are my at- 
tendants ? 

Enter two ServantSy L. 

Follow him — ^bring the prisoner back. — But observe my 
command — treat him witii respect — treat him as my son 
— and your master. [Exeunt^ r. 

END OP ACT IV, 



ACT V. 

SCENE I.— /nwifc <(f the Cottage, 

Agatha, c. Cottager, l., aand his Wife, r., discovered, 

Aga. Pray look and see if he's coming. 

Cot, It is of no use. I have been in the road ; have 
looked up and down ', but neither see nor hear any thing 
of him. 

Wife, Have a little patience. 

Aga, I wish you would step out once more — I, think 
he cannot be far off. 

Cot, I will ; I will go. lExit, l. 

« Wtfe, If your son knew what heaven had sent yon, 
he would be here very soon. 

Ag4i,%l feel so anxioan— 
S JVife, But why 7 I should think a purse of gold, such 
- as you have received, would make any body easy. 

Aga. Where can he be so long 7 He has been gone 
four hours. Some ill must have befallen him. 

Wife. It is still broad daylight— don't think of any. 
danger. — ^This evening we must all be merry. I'll pre- 
pare the ^supper. What a good gentleman our Baron 
must be ! I am sorry I ever spoke a word against hiiA. , 

Aga, How did he know I was here 1 

TVife, Heaven only can tell. The servant that brought 
the money was very secret. 

Ago, [To lierself,] I am astonished ! I wonder I Oh ! 
surely he has been informed — Why else should he 
have sent so much money 7 
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Re-enter Cottaoer, l. 
Jg-o. Well! not yet! 

. Cot. I might look till I am blind for him — ^but I saw 
our new rector coming along the road ; he calls in some- 
times. May be, he will this evening. 

Wife. He is a very good gentleman ; pays great at- 
tention to his parishioners ; and where he can assist the 
poor he is always ready. 

Enter Mr. Anhalt, l. 

Anh. Good evening, friends. 

Cot. Thank you, reverend sir. 

[They both run to fetch a ehtdr, 

Anh, I thank you, good people — I see you have a 
stranger here. 

Cot. Yes, your reverence.; it is a poor sick woman 
whom I took in doors. 

Aga. You will be rewarded for it. [To Agatha.1 May 
I beg leave to ask your name ? 

Aga. Ah ! If we were alon e 

Anh, Good neighl>ours, will you leave us alone for 
a few minutes 7 I- have something to say to this poor 
Woman. 

Cot, Wife, do you hear ? Come along with me. 

[Exeunt Cottager and hia wife, R. D. 

Anh. ^L. c.) Now 

Aga. (R. o.) Before I tell you who I am, what I am, 
and what I was — I must beg to ask — are you of this 
country ? 

Anh, No ; I was born in Alsace. 

Aga. Did you know the late rector personally, whom 
you have succeeded ? 

Anh. No. 

Aga, Then you are not acquainted with my narrative ? 

Anh. Should I find you to be the person whom I have 
long been in search of, your history is not i^together un- 
known to me. 

Aga* *^ That you have been in search of !" Who gave 
you such a commission ? 

Anh, A man, who, if it so prove, is much concerned 
for your misfortunes. 

Aga, How f Oh, sir ! tell me quickly — Whom do you 
think to find in me 1 

Anh, Agatha Friburg. 

Aga. Yea, I am that unfortunate woman ; and the maiv 

e2 
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who pretends to take concern in my misfortunes is- 



Baron Wildenhaim he who betrayed me, abandoned 

me and my child, and killed my parents. He would now 
repair our sufferings with this purse of gold, . [Takes tmt 
the purseJ] Whatever may be your errtod, sir, whether 
to humble or to protect me, it is alike indifferent. I 
therefore request you to take this money to him who 
sent it Tell him, my honour has never been saleable* 
Tell him, destitute as I am, even indigence will not 
tempt me to accept charity ^om my seducer. He des- 
pised my heart — I despise his gold. He has trampled 
on me — [Crosses to l.] — I trample on his representative. 
i [Throws the purse on the ground* 

Anh, Be patient — I give you my word, that when the 
baron sent this present to an unfortunate woman, for 
whom her son had supplicated, he did hot know that 
woman was Agatha. 

Ago, Tl.J My son ! what of my son T' 

Anh. (L.) Do not be alarmed— The baron met with an 
affectionate son, who begged for his sick mother, -and it 
affected him. 

Aga, Begged of the baron ! of his father ! 

Anh. Yes ; but they did not know each other ; anif 
the mother received the^present on the son's account. 

Aga. Did not know each other ? Where is my sont 
I Anh, At the castle. 

Aga» And still unknown ? 

Anh, Now he is known — an explanation has taken 
place ; and I am sent here by the baron, not to a stran- 
ger, but to Agatba^riburg — not with gold ! Hid com- 
mission was — *^ do what your heart directs you." 

Aga, How is my Frederick ? How did the Baron re- 
ceive him ? 

Anh, I left the castle just in the moment the discovery 
was made. By this time your son is, perhaps, in the 
arms of his father. 

Ago. Oh ! is it possible, that a man, who has been 
twenty years deaf to the voice of nature, should change 
BO suddenly ? 

Anh, I do not mean to justify the baron ; but— he has 
loved you — and fear of his noble kindred alone caused 
bis breach of faith to you. 

Aga, But to desert'me wholly, and wtd another 

^iiA. War called him away : wounded in the field, he 
was taken to the adjacent seat of a nobleman, whose 
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only daughter, by antious attention to his recovery, won 
his gratitude ; and, influenced by the will of his 
worldly friends, he married. But no sooner was I re- 
ceived into the family, and admitted to his confidence, 
than he related .to me your dtory ; and at times would 
exclaim in anguish, — ^^The proud imperious baroness 
avenges the wrongs of my deserted Agatha.'' Again, 
when he priesented me this living, and I left France to 
take possession of it, his last words, before we parted, 
were — '^ The moment you arrive at Wildenhaim, make 
all inquiries to find out my pioor Agatha." Every letter 
I afterwards received from him contained, — '^ Still, 
stil], no tidings of my Agatha.'' And fate ordained it 
should be so till this fortunate day. 

Aga. What yon have said has made my heart over- 
flow.— Where will this end i 

Ank, 1 4&UOW not yet the baron's intentions ; but your 
sufferings demand immediate remedy ; and one way 
only is left, — come with me to the castle. Do not start 
— ^you shall be concealed in my apartments till you are 
called for. 

Affa. I go to the baron's t — No.* 

ICrossea to front qf stagey r. 

Anh. Go, 'for the sake of your son, — reflect^ that his 
fortunes may depend upon your presence. 

Ago, And he is the only branch on which my hope 
still blossoms ; the rest are withered. I will forget my 
wrongs as a woman, if the baron will atone to the mo* 
ther — ^he shall have the woman's pardon if he will merit 
the mother's thanks. lAfter a struggle.'] I will go to 
the castle^for the sake of my Frederick, go even to his 
father. But where are my good host and hostess, 
that I may take leave^ and thank them for their kind- 
ness ? 

Anh, [Taking up the purse which Agaiha had thrown 
down.} Here, good friend ! Good woman ! 

[Crosses towards the cottage, r. s. e. 

Enter the Cottager and his Wife, r^ 

W^e. Yes, yes, here am I. 

Anh, Good people, I will take your guest with me. 
You have acted an honest part, and therefore receive 
this reward for your trouble. 
[He offers the purse to the Cottager, who putslU bfi, and 
turns away, 

e3 
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Anh. [To the Wife.^ Do yon take it. 

Wife* I always obey my pastor* [Takingit* 

Aga, ^Goe$up totvards R. s. eJ Good .bye. liSkaking" 
hands unth the Cottagers.'] For your hospitality to me, 
may ye enjoy continued happiness ! 

Cot. Fare you well— fare you well. 

Wife. If you find friends and get health, we won't 
trouble you to call on us again ; but if you should fall 
sick, or be in poverty, we shall take it very hard if we 
don*t see you. 

lExeunt Agatha and Anhalt, l., Cottager and his 
Wife, R. s. K. 

SCENE II.— -4 Room in the Castle.^ 

Baron sitting upon a sofa, r. — Frederick s^otu^m^ at the 
L. near him, with one hand pressed between his — the 
Baron rises. 

Bar. Been in battle too ! — I am glad to hear it. Yoa 
have known hard services, but now they are over, and 
joy and happiness will succeed. The reproach of your 
birth shall be removed, for I will acknowledge yoa my 
son and heir to my estate. 

Ffe, (l.) And my mother—^ 

Bar. (c.) She shall live in peace and-afflaence. Do 
you think I would leave your mother unprovided, un- 
protected ? No ! About a mile from this castle I have 
an estate called Weldendorf--there she shall live, and 
call her own whatever it produces. There she shall 
reign, and be sole mistress of the little paradise. There 
her past sufferings shall be changed to peace and tran- 
quillity. On a summer's morning we, my son, will ride 
to visit her ; pass a day, a week, with her; and in this 
social intercourse time will glide pleasantly. 

Pre. And pray, my lord, under what name is my mo- 
ther to live, then ? 

Bar. ICoj^fused.] How? 

Pre. In what capacity t As your domestic— or as— 

Bar. That we will settle afterwardj^ 

Fre. Will you allow me, sir, to leftve the room a lit- 
tle while; that you may have leisure to consider now f 

Bar. I do not know how to explain myself in 
respect to your mother, more than I have done already. 

Fre. My fate, whatever it may be, shall never part 
me from her. This is my firm resolution, upon which I 
call heaven to witness. My lord, it matt b© Frederick 
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of Wildenhaim, and Agatha of Wildenhaim ; or Agatha 
Fribarg and Frederick Friburg. [Exit, l. 

Bir. (l. c.) Young man ! Frederick I ICdShng ttfter 
Atm.] Hasty indeed! would make conditions with his 
fathe^. No, no, that must not be. I just now thought 
how well I had arranged my plans — had relieved my 
heart of every burden, when, a second time, he throws 
a mountain upon it. Stop, friend conscience, why do 
you take his part ? - For twenty years thus you have 
used me, and been my torture. 

Enter Mr. Anhalt, r. 

Ah ! Anhalt, 'I am glad you arejcome. My conscience 
and myself are at variance. 

Anh, fa. o.) Your conscience is in the right. 

Bar, Qc.) You donH know yet what the quarrel is. ' 

Ank, Conscience is< always right — because it never 
speaks -unless it is so. 

Bar» Ay, a man of your order can more easily attend 
to its whispers^ than an old- warrior. The sound of 
cannon has made him hard of hearing. I have found 
my son again, Mr. Anhalt, a fine brave young man — I 
mean to make him my heir j am I in the right? 

Ank, Perfectly. 

Bar. And his mother shall live in happiness; my 
estate, Weldendorf, shall be her's — I'll give It to her, 
euid she shall make it her residence. Don't I do right ? 

Anh.^ No. 

Bat, [Surprised.'] No ! What else should I do f 

Anh, [FordWy.] Marry h#r. 

Bar. [Starting,] I marry her ! 

Anh, Baron Wildenhaim is a man who will not act 
inconsistently ; as this is my opinion, I expect your 
reasons if you do not. 

Bar. Would you have me marry a beggar ? 

Anh.^ [After a pause,] Is that your only objection ? 

Bar, iCoT^fused.] I have more — ^many more. 

Anh. May I beg to know them likewise ? 
i Bar*. My birth. 

Anh, 60 on. 

Bar. My relations will despise me. 

Anh, Go on. 

Bar. [In anger,"] *Sdeath! are not these reasons 
enough ? — I know no other. 

Anh, Now,]then, it is my turn to state mine for the^ad- 
vice I have given ycu. But fimil proiiMie to ask a few 
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questions. Did Agatha, by artful insinuatioi], gain 
your affection 7 or did she give you cause to suppose her 
inconstant ? 

Bar, Neither ; but for me she was always virtnoiis 
and good. 

Anh, Did it cost you trouble and earnest entreaty to 
make her otherwise ? 

Bar, [Anffrily.} Yes. 

Anh, You pledged your honour? 

Bar, [Confused.] Yes. 

Anh, Called Ood to witness ? 

Bar, [More cot^fused,] Yes. 

Anh, The witness you called at that time was the 
Being who sees you now. What you gave in pledge 
was your honour, which you must redeem. Therefore, 
thank heaven^ that it is in your power to redeem it. By- 
marrying Agatha, the ransom's made : and she brings a 
dower greater than any princess can bestow — peace to 
your conscience. If you then esteem the value of this 
portion, you will not hesitate a moment to exclaim,— 
Friends, wish me joy, I will marry Agatha. 

[Baron, in great agitatimiy walks backward and forward^ 
from R. to L., then takes AnhaU by the hand. 

Bar, *' Friend, wish me joy, I will marry Agatha.'^ 

Anh, I do wish you joy. 

Bar, Where is she ? 

Anh, In the castle — in my apartments here^-I con- 
ducted her through the garden to avoid curiosity. 

Bar, W«ll, then, this is the wedding>day. This very 
evening you shall give us your blessing. 

Anh, Not so soon, not so private. The whole village 
was witness of Agatha's shame — ^the whole village must 
be witness of Agatha's re-established honour. Do you: 
consent to this 7 

Bar, I do. 

Anh, Now the quarrel is detided. Now is your con- 
science quiet 7 

Bar, As quiet as an in&nt's. I only wish the first 
interview was over. 

^fiA. Compose yourself. Agatha's heart is to be 
your judge. 

Enter Amelia, r. 

Bar, (o.) Amelia, you have a brother. 
Amem I have just heard so, my lord ; and r^oice to 
find the news confirmed by you. 
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Bar, I know, my dear Amelia, I can repay you for 
the loss of Count Cassel ; but, what return can I make 
to you for the loss of half your fortune? 

Ame, My brother's love will be ample recompense. 

Bar. I will reward you better. Mr. Anhalt, the bat- 
tle Lhave just fought, I owe to myself: the victory I 
gained, I owe to you. A man of your principles, at 
once 1^ teacher and an example of virtue, exalts his rank 
in life to a level with the noblest family-— and I shall be 
proud to receive you as my son. 

Anh: (l.) [Falling on his knees, and taking the Baron'^s 
hand,'] My lard, you overwhelm me with confusion, as 
well as with joy. 

Bar, My obligations to you are infinite— Amelia shall 
pay the debt. » [Gives her to him. 

Ame. Oh, my dear father ! lEmbracing the Baron,^ 
what blessings have you bestowed on me in one" day ! 
[To Anhalt.^ I vvill be your scholar still, and use more 
diligence than ever to please my master. 

Anh, His present happiness admits of no addition. 

Bar, ^or does mlne^And there is yet another task 
to perform, that will require more fortitude, more 
courage, than this has done ! A trial that — [Bursts into 
tears ] I cannot prevent them — Let me — let me — A few 
minutes will bring me to mjself. Where is Agatha? 
{^Crosses to l., Amelia goes to back of stage at r» o/d, f. 

Anh, I will go and fetch her. 

[^Exit Anhait, through d. f. 
> Bar_, Stop ! Iiet me first recover a little. [Walks up 
and down, sighing bitterly — looks at the door through which 
Anhalt left the roomJ] That door she will come from — 
that was once the dressing-room of my mother — from 
that door I have seen her come many times — have been 
delighted with her lovely smiles— how shall I now be- 
hold her altered looks ! Frederick must be my media- 
tor. Where is he?— Where is my son? Now. I am 
ready— my heart is prepared to receive her« Haste ! 
Haste ! bring her in. 

He looks steadfastly at the door in v, — Anhalt leads in 

Agatha — the Baron runs and clasps her in his arms^^ 

supported by him^ she sinks on a chair which Amelia 

^ places in the middle of the stage, — The Baron kneels by 

her side, r., holding her hand. 

Bar, Agath^, Agatha, do you know this voice ? 
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Ago. Wildenhaim» 

J^. Can you forf^Yo rae ? 

Aga, Forgfve you ! lEmbracing him. 

Enter Frederick, l. 

Fre, [^Aa he enters l I hear the voice of my mother ! — 
Ha ! mother ! father ! 
IFrederick throws himsi{f on his knees by the side of 
his mother, l.— iS>Ae clasps him in her arms. — Amelia 
goes to the side of her father, attentively viewing 
Agatha ^Anhalt stands on the side of Frederick, with 
his hands gratefully raised to heaven. — The curtain 
slowly drops. 



DISPOSITION OF THE CHARACTERS AT THE 
FALL OF THE CURTAIN. 

Amelia. Baron. Agatha. Frederick. Anhalt. 
R. u 



THE END. 
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